0 W ÞU4g} 
EIS, 8 


5 


OY "FR 


2 ry; 
* « 


3 


| Wa 
Ul 


* — 


ö 
i 


it 


lj 


* i 


0 W ÞU4g} 
EIS, 8 


5 


OY "FR 


2 ry; 
* « 


3 


| Wa 
Ul 


* — 


ö 
i 


it 


lj 


* i 


* 
o uw _ ._--— N * 
"£04 7 coy TO . 


THE 


NEW FOUNDLING HOSPITAL 


FOR WIT. 


BEING. 


A COLLECTION OF CURIOUS PIECES : 


IN VERSE AND. SHOES 


* * 


* 
* 1 
* 3 ; ; 1 — 1232 
= 


SIR C. HANBURY WILLIAMS, 'T. POTTER, = 
EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, + e. TOWNSHEND, 
— DELAWARR, SHALL 7 


* 
— SS 


N. 


— HARD WICK E, . WILKES, : 84 
— CALLS . GARRICK, 5 
LORDS LYTTELTON, + B. THORNTON, 3 
. HARVEY, G. CCLMAN, - 5 
—— ——o- CAPEL, eh n cc. Kc. T 
LADY M. W. MONTAGUE, ||. x 8 
Adorned with a curious Frontiſpiece. > 
PART Taz FourTH. * 


L OND ON: 


printed for J. Alox, in PICCADILLY. | 


e, 


4 


3 8 


8 * 
. K 


* A 


4 8 * 0 


— g : 
* * at IG? A 
a ky V5 2 3.2, as — 2 Nur K . 
3 ͤ·‚— IE. % OT NT OE ED 


17 15 » abr * © Sb Wass ' N 9 ' 3 * ; * 
"OY — * * 5 Wc: LA n 4.4 My tht 
ho Who ee Se eigen. A, n 8 a 


31 


7 
£ 
*% 
*"< 
J 

- 

* 
4 
I 
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The TREE former ParTs of this Work : | 
Each adorned with a curious Frontiſpiece, and 
containing a great Variety of curious ona wn: | 
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MR. GARRI 0 K, | ol i * 


INVITED. AND STRONGLY PRESSED TO PASS ry 
WEEK © EN FAMILLE Ar WARWICK CASTLE, 0 
ARRIVES, IS SHEWN. THE CURIOSITIES LIKE 


A COMMON TRAVELLER, TREATED Es 


WITH CHOCOLATE, AND DIS-- 
| MISSED DIRECTLY; -: 58 


— 
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# 


UPON + warn HE WROTE THE eue 


* E R SE 8. by a 
OME ſtrollers ® P by Warwick's kind cul, 
| To his caſtle magnificent: came, 7 


And 44 * ny” due . and Nw 


5 One or two prot mer with u. Garrick, © 


Prepar'd' to reſpect both the owner and ſeat, 1 ö 


116 


His chambers, his kitchen, his n bras 'd, 
But, alas! they ſoon found to their coſt, 
That if they expected to feaſt at his houſe, 
They reckon'd without their great hoſt. 
He ſhew'd them Guy's pot, but he gave them r no ſou Ps 
No meat would his lordſhip allo ,, 
Unleſs they had gnaw'd the blade bone of the boar, 1 
Or the rib of the famous dun cow. | 


BgBut ſince you're my friends (en this complaiſant * 

peer) B 

& I'll give you a new printed book” | = 

Which may to your taſtes ſome amuſement afford, | N 
&« *Tis the hiſt ry of Greville and Brooke.” 

| Since your Tardſhip's fo civil, well-bred, and polite, A 


Pray pardon one curſe from a finner, | 
For our breakfaft we thank you our very good lord, | * 
But a plague on your family dinner. | 


-AN INSCRIPTION FOR THE CASTLE GATEWAY, 


When Neville, the ſtout carl of Warwick, liv'd here, =! 
Fat oxen for breakfaſt were ſlain, 
And his friends were all welcome to ſ port and goed 
> BOING cheer, 123 he, 
And invited again and again 3 T6 
His nerves are ſo weak, and his ſpirits ſo low, | 
_ This earl, with no oxen does feed em, | 41 / 
And all of the former great doings we know, > nk 
He gives us a book—and we read em. 1 
1768. 7 8 


NATURE 


IRE 


Not a word in his volumes I ever could ſee, 


L 
NATURE AND GARRICK. 
A Nature and Garrick were talking one day, 
It chanc'd they had words, and fell out; 
Dame Reaſon wou'd fain have prevented a fray, 
But could not, they both wete ſo ſout. 
Says Garrick, I honour you, madam, tis true; : 


And with pride to your laws I ſabmit 
But Shakeſpeare paints ſtronger and better than you, 
All critics of taſte with admit. 3 
How ! Shakeſpeare paint ſtronger and better than me! 
Cries Nature, quite touch' dito the foul, 
But what from my records he ſtofe. 
And thou, wicked thief—nay, the ſtory PH en 25 
Whenever J paint or I draw, : 
My pencils you filch, and my colours you ſteal ; ; 
For which thou ſhak ſuffer the law. 
And when on the ſtage in full luſtre you ſhine, 
To me all the praiſe ſhall be givn's — - 
The toil hall be your's, and the honour be mine; 
So Nature and Garrick are even. 


EXTEMPORE, 


ON THE DEATH or GENERAL WOLFE... 


AER -conq'ring cruel death, more hard than 


Ks, - 


Thou ſhould'ſt have ſpar'd the wo al took the | 


Fox. 
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FOR THE INSTALLATION OF AUGUSTUS HENRY, | 
DUKE OF GRAFTON, CHANCELLOR OF THE 
UNIVERSITY or CAMBRIDGE. | 


* 


A I R. 


ENCE ! avaunt! *tis holy ground, 
4 Comus and his midnight crew, 
And Ignorance with looks profound, 
And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue ! 1 
Mad Sedition's cry prophane, 
Servitude that hugs her chain, | 
Nor in theſe conſecrated bow'rs 
Let primed Flatt' ry hide | her ſerpent train in flow rs. 


CHORU 8s. 


Nor Envy baſe, nor creeping Gain, | 
Dare the Muſes' walk to ſtain, 1 


While bright-ey'd ſcience walks around, 
Hence! avaunt ! tis mY Te 
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ENCE! avaunt! *tis venal ground, 
Wilkes and all his free- born crew z. 
Within our pale no room is found, 
Fe modern Algernens, for you. 
Mute be the bold Alcaic ſtrain 
Olf liberty, that ſpurns a chain, 
Nor in theſe pliant courtly bow'rs © 
Let ha TR weeds choke adulation's fow'ra, 


18. 


CHORU 8. 


Virtue hence! Ane bn . 

Public ſpirit come not near, | TE 
While ſervile int'reſt walks around, Pn +. 
Hence! avaunt! *tis venal ground! 
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RECITATIVE, 


1 yonder realms of empyrean day 

Burſts on my ear th' indignant lay ! 

There fit the ſainted ſage, the bard divine, 

The few whom Genius gave to ſhine, 
Thro' ev'ry unborn age, and undiſcover'd clime: 
Rapt in celeſtial tranſport they; | 
if _ Yet hither oft a glance from high 

5 They ſend of tender ſympathy, 
[ To bleſs the place, where, on their op' ning ſoul — a 
© Firſt the genuine axdorſtgle; 

*Twas Milton ſtruck the deep-ton'd ſhell, 

And as the choral warblings round him ſwell, 

Meek Newton's felf bends from his ſtate ſublime, 
And nods his . head, and liſtens to ms 7 


2 ' - 
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« Ye brown 0 er- arching groves, 
„ That contemplation loves, 
«© Where willowy Camus lingers with delight, - 
© Oft at bluſh of dawn 
& Pve trod your level lawn, „ og fl 
* Oft woo'd the gleam of Cynthia's | flverlighs; 
In cloiſters dim, far from the haunts of folly, | 
1 1 With freedom wy my fide, and cots ty e 


RECI- 


1 
RECITATIVE: 


From yonder realms of miniſterial Ap- 1 nt 
Steals on my ear the ſoothing lay, ___ TT 
There mitred hirelings, dukes divine 


| The lead which Fortune made to ſhine,  : eb 
Thro' ev'ry age corrupt, and unedlighten d clime. 
Warm in the royal ſunſhine they; 2 
Yet hither oft a glance from/-high -- __- 
They ſend of tender ſympathy, _  - -. FE =» 
To bleſs the place, where on their venal Sd. he 
The pand'ring eye of fayour ſtole ; 9 
N—ſt—e beams a foſt' ring ray, 
And while his midday- ſplendors play, 
Ahoary train of prieſts from ſtalls ſublime, 
FF Baſkin his beams, and bleſs the ne time. 


1 


* 


0 Ye brown o *er-archin g groves, 
„„ Which adulation loves, | 
Where willowy Camus lingers with ddight, 

Oft at bluſh of dawn, 

I've wiſh's for freves of lawn,— y 
Oft woo'd the gleam of Bute's bright northern light, 
In crowded levees, far from Virtues haunt, | 

With flatt TY on my tongue, * en cant, 
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RECITATIVE. 


But hark ! the portals ſound, and pacing forth, 
| With ſolemn ſteps and flow, © 
High Potentates, and dames of royal birth, 
Aud mitred fathers in long order go; 
Great Edward, with the lilies on his brow 
From baughty Gallia tom; 
And fad Chatillon on her bridal morn, | 
That wept her bleeding love; and princely Clare 3 
And Anjou's heroine; and the paler roſe, 
The rival of her crown and of her woes; 
And either Henry there 
The murder'd faint, and the majeſtic loodd  _ 
That broke the bonds of Rome. e 
Their tears, their little triumphs oer, 
Their human paſſions move no more, 
Save charity that glows beyond the . 


[acconranie, ] 


All that on Ger fruitful plain 
Rich ftreams of regal bounty pour d, 
And bade their awful fanes and turrets riſe, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning come, 

And thus they ſpeak in ſoft accord 

The liquid language of the ſxies. 


* 
* 


fg) 
KECITATIVE. 


But bark! the Portals ſound, and pacing forth, | 
With ſolemn ſtep, and flow, 


High potentates, and dames of royal B 


And mitred Mothers in long order go 


Great G, with the trophies on his brow, 


From bleeding England torn— 
While My, widow'd on her bridal morn, N 


Weeps for her abſent love, and B—d dim, 


Falſe M -ue, and all the ray nous crew, 
That En gland's conſtitution flew; 
And lopp'd each vig'rous limb. 
A band accurs'd of m 1 Ids 
Who forg'd for be 
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Their wiles, their damned triumphs * 
Their hopes to ſtand are now no more, 


Deſpair alone remains. 


$. «+54 5 + A 


| [accoMPanzED. " 


All that on Granta's thirſty plain 

Rich ſtreams of regal bounty drank, - 
For whom out aweful fanes and turrets 1 5 
To hail their F-—y's feſtal morning come, 

And ſweetly ſing on Camus bank ö 


The — lies of Flatt'ry's tongue. 


au 


1 
QUARTET TO. 


What is grandeur, what 5 is pow'r! - 
Nceavier toil ! ſuperior pain tp 
| What the bright reward of gain? 
The grateful memory of the good: 
Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhow” r, 
The bees collected treaſure ſweet; 
| Sweet muſic's fall,. but ſweeter yet 
Te ſtill {mall voice of gratitude! 1 5 
N RECITATIVE. 
F e, and leaning from her golden cloud, 
The venerable Margaret ſee— 
Welcome, my noble fon, ſhe cries aloud, 
To this thy kindred train and me, 
Pleas'd in thy lineaments to trace - 
A Tudor' FT; a Beauſort's grace = 


EO a + 


Thy lib'ral heart, thy judging eye 
'The flower unheeded ſhall defcry, 
And: bid it round heav'n's altars ſhed 
The fragrance of its bluſhing head, 
Shall raiſe from earth the Jatent gem, 
To glitter, onthe diadem 75 


RE CI- 


1 
Au A R 'E ET TY O. 
What is grandeur, what is pow 7? 


— The mead of bribes and falſehood's balm! , 


What is foul corruption's palm? 
The curſe of every child of grace. 
Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhow'r, 
The bees collected honey ſweet 
Sweet muſic's fall; but ſweeter yet 

To us, a penſion or a place, | 


RECITATIVE. 


Fos and leaning from ber golden cloud, : 


The goddeſs of corruption ſee— _ 
Welcome, my wayward ſon, ſhe cries aloud, 
To this thy kindred train and me, 

Pleas'd in thy lineaments to trace 


Thy monarch's wh: the premier's grace 


A I X. 


Thy wily hezrt, thy —_——— eve. 

Some wanton h-—l—t ſhall deſcry, 

Shalt round thy trunk her tendrils curl, 
And bid her all her charms unfur], 
„With Love's bewitching tricks enthrall, 
And raiſe her—to encreaſe her fall. 


RECI- | 


- 


Fa” 1 


RECITATIVE. 


Lo Granta waits to lead her blooming band, 
Not obvious, not obtruſive ſhe ; 
No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flings, 
Nor dares with courtly tongue reſin'd 
N Wochme thy inborn royalty of mind: 
bphe reveres herſelf and thee! 
With modeſt pride, to grace thy youthful brow: | 
The laureat wreaths that Cecil wore ſhe brings, 


And to thy juſt, thy gentle hand 
Submits the faſces of her ſway, | 


While ſpirits bleſt above and men below 
Join with glad voice the low wb pens * }. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


Through the wild waves as they roar, 
With watchful eye, and dauntleſs mien, 
Thy ſteady courſe of honour keep; 

Nor fear the rocks, nor ſeek the ſhore, — 

The ſtar of Brunſwick ſhines ſerene, 

And gilds the horrors of the deep. 
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RECITATIVE. 


Lo! Granta waits to lead ber courtly band, 
Nor coy, nor a recluſe is ſhe ; | 
Neo praiſe fincere, no heart-ſprung incenſe flings, 
Not dares with honeſt phraſe, POS: 
Sully the glories of thy reign— 
She reveres herſe/f—not thee! | 
With ſelfiſh.pride to grace thy ſpurious pow *, 


The fading wreaths, which int'reſt wove, ſhe brings, 


And to the preſſure of thy hand 
| The matron yields her wither'd charms, 

Whilſt prebendaries, deans, and b—ps cow r, 
To bring her to Cont: _ a7 is arms. 


TE 


GRAND cn . 


wunde the wild waves hoil and roar, 


From the threat' ning tempeſt FE 
The ſerpent courſe of traitors keeps, 7 
Cautious ſail——nor quit. the ſhore ;. 
If Brunſwick's ſtar ſhould ſet to 1 
Twould vreck t thee | in the bf ROLES, deep. 
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ANOTHER. 
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A NO MER 
Ra AK: 
ENCE ! avaunt, tis ſacred: ground, 
Let pallid freedom ever fly, | 
Let innocence in chains be bound, 
Nor e er come truth or virtue nigh ! 
Oppoſition's cry prophane, 

Liberty that ſcorns the chain, 

Nor in theſe conſecrated fields, 
Let injur d juſtice weep, that ſhe to . yields 


n Ss. 


Nor dare . truth, the patriot's friend, 
The miniſter's high walk offend, | 
While ſtern-sy'd F—:iz—y ftalks around, 

Hence! avaunt! *tis ſacred ground. 


RE CITATIVE. 


From wender realms of miniſterial ſway 
Burſts on my ear th'applauding lay, 
| There ſit the penſion'd ſage, the peer prophane, 
The few whom intereſt gives to reign _ 
O'er every unborn place, or yet unclaim'd domain, 
Deep in the nation's buſineſs they, 
Yet hither oft a glance from high, 
They fend of triumph and of joy,  * 


To bleſs the place, where fr, on ſlecdoar ſod, 1 
He bade the Scottiſh thunder roll. L 

__ *'Twas N—t—n rais'd that deep-ton'd voice, 

And as diſcordant murm'rings round him roſes, - 

The Sp—k—r's ſelf bends from his chair on high, 

And ſhakes his 8 5 wige and | ow the —_—— 6. 


ax 


Ye high ver r hanging walls 4 
Tat ſure no monarch loves, 9 qo Un = 
W here fain would freedom linger with delight, E 
Oft at the break of day | 
He's ſought your wearied way, | 
Oft by the glare of flambeaux' glitt'ring Inde, 
In chariot clofe, freſh from the haunts of folly, 
With TOM by his ſide, fworn foe to CY 


RECITATIYVE 


But hark! the door's unbarr'd; and marching forth, 
With gouty ſteps and flow _ | 
Gen'rals and Shrieves, and peers of royal birth, 
And mitred biſhops home to dinner go + 
| N—th, with th? Exchequer lawrels bebe ; 
From haughty Gr—nv—lle/torn, 
And ſad F—-tzp—ck on lis bridal morn, | 
That weeps his fault too late; and proud bu 
And watchful Dy n; and the paler B—ke, 
The rival of his fortune, and his place; 
And either Onſ there, 


- 
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The r be; and the 3 chief, 
That trains the Surry bands; 

6 Their triumphs, their addreſſes oer, 

| Their county intereſt moves no more 
e at 1. D-tt-n, or in O—kb—m lands. Iv Y 


Vcc rv. 


He mate on Thanie-s greedy ſhore, 
PFoor ſtreams of royal bounty ſighs; 
And they who wait for fickle Fortune's call, 
To hail. their F=-tz—y's fav'rite morning come 

And thus they ſpeak in Flatt'ry's guiſe, 

The 8 n of Whitehall. | Lb ah - 


* . 


f QUARTETT O. 


Wbat are penſions without power, 
Heavy toil, inſipid pain, 
Who but would wiſh like thee to gain 5” 

The guidance of the public wealz; + _ { 
=. La. is D—nd—s's golden owy r „ 
Cie viſionary treaſure ſw et. 

| Sweet H-II—d's riſe, but ſweeter yets i e 

N ſtill-ſmall * of privy ade} 35 en 3nngs 


—_— 


* 
* « 


| | RECITATIVE. e 
* and leaning from her gilded coach, 
The venerable Gert—de fee, | 
Welcome, my noble friend, ſhe cries, approach. f 


To thy new-kindred train and me, | 
I 5 5 | Pleas'd 


? 


' * 


> . 


1 FE. ul 


Pleas'd i in thy Fotuen breed, to des n tone we? | 
A E.. 8 fire, 2 Wr ttſi-- 8 Bick. — 5+ 1 9015 85 


11 Ta 
3 * „* 9 


A p 


Thy 8 heart, thy judging eye, 8 
Tze bet unheeded ſhall deſcr r, 
And bid it through, Newmarket ſhed 
Freſh honour on thy well-known head, 

Shall raiſe at White's thy drooping * 


bo. ae in a gameſter's part. 5 Ayr 2 


Aer 


| Lo! London waits to lead another band, 
Not flatt'ring nor addrefling thee; 
No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flings, - 
Nor dares with N tongue refin'd. 
Profane thy Sov'reign's royalty of n. 
Bhe can prize herſelf and thee... 5 3 
| With conſcious joy to grace thy youthful brow: p 
The ornaments which cits oft wear ſhe ng 5 
Then with a juſt and equal hand, 1 
She rids thee of thy N—ncy's ſway | 
While ladies rang'd above, and —— Fong 
Py with glad voice the loud triumphang, * 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Th woah the broad ſtreets as they roar, | 
With watchful eye and dauntleſs mien, 


— 


bes. + ſtead ly conduct ne'er relax, | 
| Part ä | 


- 


Nor heed their noiſe, nor fear the Tow : 
The ftar of S. rt ſhines ſerene, 
And gilds the horgpes of the axe. 
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IF WAS at the - bi KG, 4 hat won, 
By WILLIAM, old JOHN, SHAKE- 
PEAK ER ſon, - Se 
Aloft in ef sn dobn-l | © 
The May'r of STRATFORD 1 fate, . 
Rais'd on a wool- pack d throne © © gl 1 
His aldermen were plac'd ins; of 
Their brows with ſpreading antlers erown'd, 
so city ſpouſes ſhould be found) a 
The lovely May'reſs by his fide — 
Sat like a plump High-German bride, 14 
Not leſs for fat renown'd, than . y wn T 
Happy, happy, happy iar?! 
None but the fat, ib: Slick 
None but the fat, 
None but the fat t the bouncing fa fair, 


* 


- 


a% * 


-The bard of FERNEY hoy on den . 
Amid the tuneful choir, 0 


With flying . the wooden bre . 
'T he 


1 3 1 
The notes, tho lame, Alden as lieb 


: As wag? joys Se., 5 
The ſong began from! G——E's toil, 3 As 
Who left his LrrcnyiLy's native fol, , ie. 


(Such were his hopes of golden ſpoil) | 
King RICHARD's crooked form bely' the man: 


> Sublime on high-heel'd ſhoes he trod, 
When firſt he courted lady ANNE 
a In GooDMAN Log, IELDS, til then. an unte- 7 
: quented road. ; * TS 09 
E- As HASTINGS next round PRIT CHARD? s 
3 woaiſt he curl'd, 
tins Or ſhew'd, in DRUGGER's rags, an ideve to 
the world. & 21 
Fe liſt ning crowd admire the lofty Wentz h bu 
£ A preſent SHAKESPEARE, loud they ſhout around: 
n'd, A preſent SHAKESPEARE, v he N balls 
15 rebound. | 8 
1 With prick'd up ear: as, 2 

i His May'rſhip hears; wk ' band | 

3 Aſſumes the play rr. 

ws * Aﬀeas to ſtare, 4 N 

2 5 And ſhake the room about h his ears. | 
air. III. — 


The praile of vet on, then, the rapt enthuſal ſung; 
Ot ven'ſon, whether old or young: | 
The jolly haunch in triumph cone; 8 
Spas the OI ; bone the drums; | 
LN 5 En 1 
The 2 . 


Fluſh'd with a 3 grace, ' 
It ſhews its currant-jelly'd face: 


' . Now give each feeder breath: It comes, it comes; En 


Ven'ſon, ever fair and young, 
Drinking j Joys can beſt reveal; 
Fat of ven'ſon is a treaſure, 
Eating is the glutton's pleaſure : - 
EKich the treaſure, - 
Sweet the pleaſure, 


5 Sweet a as K is with veal. 


Tv: 


FP | Sooth'd with the ſound, the May r grew vain; 


E.at all his cuſtards o'er again; LES "i 
And thrice he pick d * n of geeſe aud nds 
T he poet ſaw his ſtomach rie, 

His watring mouth, his longing eyes; 
And while he necks and ſides defy d, 
Chang'd his note, and check'd his pride. 

He choſe a TyBurn muſe 
| Soft pity to infuſe : 

He ſung the er Sealer untimely fate 
By laws ſevere, tho' good, 
Swinging, ſwinging, ſwinging, ſwinging, 

Swinging in too high a ſtate, 
For ſpilling ſylvan blood. 5 

Deſerted at his utmoſt need | 

Sd thoſe his former thefts had fed, 


Ws 


Expo 


Expos' d, Cen near his native town, Bey 
With not a friend to cut him down. 5 
With joyleſs looks the May'r dejefted ſate, 
Tho' ſtill revolving i in his ſoul. | 
The various turns of ſpits below; 
And now and then a backward ſigh he ſtole, 
While ſtreams Pactolian gs their Wo to 


flow, | 


. 


| 7 3 | 
The bard of FERNEY ſmil'd to ſee _ 
That ſleep was in the next degree: 
"T'was but a drowſy ſtrain to keep, 
For nurſes talk their babes aſleep. | 
Gently dull, in hum-drum numbers, 
Tus he ſooth'd his ſoul to ſlumbers; © 
Picking bones is toil and trouble, 
Sillabub an empty bubble; 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
Eating, ſtill the ſubſtance miſſing: „ 
Think, if fat be worth thy winning, 
Thy wife is ſurely worth the kiſſing: 
Both wife and ven'ſon ſee beſides thee | 
Take what fare thy cook provides ther 
The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe ; 
So fleep was crown'd, tho FERNEY won the cauſe. 
The May'r, ſcarce able to keep ope his eyes, 
| Peep'd at the food 
That warm' d _ blood, 


i: 24 


5 LE 26 1 
And lick'd bis lips, and lick d his lips, 
And lick'd his lips, (to ſtir in vain he tries :) 


At length, as ſunk in Sleep's ſoft arms he ſtretches, - 
The ng magiſtrate Rt his breeches. 


* * Mot; Wet: gn +, * . * — 
EI eee e Nt, mne + — 
— — 


Nov ſtrike the ſalt-· box once again: 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain !— 
Break the bands of ſleep aſunder 
With noiſe more frequent than his poſtern 
; thunder! | 
Hank! hack! the horrid Cen. 
i Has rais'd up his head, 
Tho' as heavy as lead, | 
And he ſtares and ſtinks around ! 
| Revenge, revenge, dread FERN EY cries, 
| See the critics ariſe! 
See the volumes they rear 
Only fit to curl hair, | 
Tho' each hop'd for an editor's prize! 
Behold the ſnarling band, 
| Each with a farthing candle in his hand ! 
| Thoſe are critical ghoſts who for SHAKESPEARE 
: were ſlain, | | 1 
And unburied remain 1 
On ſtalls in Clare-court, Drury-lans. | 
Give the fun'rals due 
To the wretched crew; | 
Behold how "uy tols their noſes on Fr gh! [ 


— as 9 
o N 2 5 * _"_ N My 4 . ; 
1 
„ 


* 


Bid 


5 


The May'r ſnatch'd up CAPEL's en to ſh--t ons 


ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF SHAKESPEARE. | 


| Now, worthy friends, the cauſe why We are met, 


. 
Bid them ſcek CLoacixA's abode, 
Congenial temples for ſuch hoſtile gods! 

P he company, pleas d ſuch expedient was hit on, 


. 


<> 


His wife the door unbarr'd, | TY”; - 
To light him to the yard, 10 5 
As He held the link that G's, the wee | 
North Briton. - + ©. 

Let 8— KE 0 our May r the prize 

Or both divide the crown m 

T bis, rais'd an author to the Ges; 

Y_ e ene threw his eee 


hs 
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£ he ern. 


| TAKEN, FROM HIS WORKS. 


BY RICHARD | BERENGER,) 250; 


Natura ipſa valere, et mentis n excitari, et 90 quogam ane 


ſpiritu afflari, | Creme, | 


— JEACE to this meeting, 11 ed Ss age” 
| Joy and fair time, health and good wiſkes t 


16 in celebration of the day that gave 8 „ 
„„ 1b 5 


The moſt repleniſhed ſweet work of nature, 


Stand aye diſtinguiſh'd in the kalendar, 5 
Loo the laſt ſyllable of recorded time 
Por if we take him but for all in all, „ 


1 28 1 


Immortal W peer to this favour'd iſle, 


* 


Which from the prime creation Cer ſhe fram d. 
O thou divineſt Nature! how thyſelf thou blazon' 1 | 
In this thy ſon ! form'd in thy prodigality, 


Too hold thy mirror up, and give the time 


Its very form and preſſure! When he (| peaks 


Each aged ear plays truant at his tales, 


And younger hearings are quite raviſned, 
So voluble is his diſcourſe gentle 


As Zephyr blowing underneath the violet, 


Not wagging its ſweet head yet as rough 
(His noble blood enchaff d) as the rude wind, 


That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him ſtoop to th' vale.— Tis wonderful 
That an inviſible inftin& ſhould frame him | 


To royalty unicarn'd ; honour untaught ; 


_ Civility not feen in Scr f knowledge 


That wildly grows in him, but yields a crop 


As if it had been ſown. What a piece of work ! 


How noble in faculty ! infinite in reaſon 
A combination and a form indeed, 
Where every God did ſeem to ſet his ſeal. 


Heav'n has him now—yet let our idolatrous fancy | 


Still ſanctify his relics; and this day 


We nc'er ſhall look upon his like agein. 
—_ ONE 
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Quis novus hie noftris ſucceflit ſedibus hoſpes ? | 
Quo ſeſe ore ferens ? quam forti pectore & armis ! 


' THOU, whom ft E a 


To rivet faſt Britannia's chain, 
And bend her to controul, 
Firm as Alcides tho” thou ſtand, 
The curſes of an injur'd land 
© Shall ſhake thy guilty foul. 


Tho' high enroll'd thy name pains: 


With hireling commoners and peers, 
Curs'd guardians of a throne! | 
Tho? jockey G—ft—n who can _ it 
In Britain's ſenate, or Newmarket, _ 
_ Adopt thee * his own. 


| Vet ſpite of all the wo tribe, 


Tho! M- plead, or Hd bribe, 
Swift vengeance ſhall purſue; 
Tho! blundering N—rt—n act his part 


With Henley's * head, and Ry we 


—Fit advocate for. ou. 


| ® Orator Henley, 


"ODE TO COLONEL L——, 


£ 30 * : 
With ſuch W of his pine, 
| Gods! what had G ft —n left untried, 
Poſſeſs d of ſuch a tool! 0 
But heav* n, in pity to mankind, 
That Fl—tch—r for a knave aig d, 
Foredoomꝰ d him to a fool. 


VVV 


Sar, then, bepowder'd ad becurl'd, Hr 8 
The jeſt, the play- thing of the „ oo AF 1 
a officer, a bed  _... c -- 1 
Safe in the general contempt, 5 1 1 
What evil genius thee could tempt 1 
To fs 1 conc 's foe! 5 N 


O flender la ſo nice 3 rr =—_ 
So neat in feature and in limb. 7 

With wreathed roſes crown'd, _ : 
What eaſy maid with ſandy locks, _ 1 = 
5 Receives thy vows, had love, OY; Ber. | = 
Or! is 3 found? Y | 


Far other arts, far other 1 1 
Than lur'd the fair one to thy arms, 53 
Thy dangers will require: 
| When patriot Glynn's learn'd voice ſhall x rouze, 

Or B—rke's loud thunder thro? ws ele, 5 
With all the Britiſh fre: ot 22650" — 


„ ; 
ry 2 


Fl 


Then ſhalt thou wiſh, but wiſh i in vain; 
Thou ne'er had'ſt left dull Oxford's + plain, 
| To ſeek a Warmer . : _ 

| Thy courage there mi ight daunt a prockor, 
Thy wit and genius dupe a doctor, 

Or bilk a e dun. 1 


— 


So when black 83 clouds deform, Ws t : # 
The angry ſkies, to meet the ftorm 
A A butterfly may ſoar  _ 
But baffled ſoon, at random hurl 4 
His gilded wings in vain unfurl'd, 
He falls to riſe no more. 


Will B—df—d, doom'd to drudge ther life, 

Slave to his avarice and wife, 1 
For thee his hoards diſpenſe? dare, ” — 

Or R-gby, by his back and fiſt oy 4 b_ 

Advanc'd in black corruption? 's lit, a. 
Engage in ”y Ts: E- 


With double weight of braſs and end” 
Tho” vet'ran Bullface ſhake his head, 
And ſweat to earn his fee, paced 
Each flower of Billingſgate his boaſt : 2 
— He cannot reaſon, well thou know'ft, e 
But he ſhall roar for thee. | 1 


* 
* 
z *% *\ 
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With pedant ſcoul and fretful look, 
Now Bl—ckſ—e talks without his boo, 
Now Th—rl—e croaks his wrath ; 

As wiſe, if not ſo loud as N—s 
Bewilder'd M—rt—n ſpits and ftares— 
All petulance and froth. 


> + we 


. | we: A 
Say, fluent D—nning; claflic Y—ke, N 
Dare ye refuſe the dirty work, 
And hope ye ſtill to riſe ? — 
Alas! not leſs your ſilence ſtung H 
Their cauſe, than W—rb—rn's bold ton gue 
* all their lies. : 
But truff Go i lungs ; F 
Of lawyers, placemens oily tongues— _ | 
Nor Mungo's journals quote; Pr 0 
Tho Cl--re in tinſel rhet'ric nine 7 


And ſaphiſts all their webs refine, 
To guard a lying vote. 


Lo! — 1 combine | 

To mark the way that muſt be thine, 

The blood-ftain'd path to power 

Thou too ſhalt ſoon in thunder ſpeak, 

And all pale G—ft—n's vengeance wreak | 
In one devoted hour. 


While 


le 
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While many an Allen's fall ſhall grace 
Thy triumphs in the glorious chace, 


Till Britain gagg'd and chain'd / - 
flag idle charters thrown aſide ©; og © 
Admit the ſword her laws to guide 

As when a Stuart reign'd. 


1 kind heav'n ] the plack preſuge, | 
Nor let us ſee a Charles's age = 2 

In all its woes renew'd ! «A | | 
—Full oft at Freedom's holy ſhrine -- - 


Have Britain's ſons with zeal divine 


| Libations made in blood. 


Yet if hs rights-our 5. enjoy d 


From thy free gift, muſt be deſtroy d, 


And freedom quit our ſhore— 

On him that aſks in bonds to live, 

And dares his country's fall ſurvive, 
All thy red vengnanec pour. 


0 
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9 ON MR. $ECRETARY BRADSHAW. 


j { 
| STATE and be W e 1 1 
[i 1 Better be fortunate than rich : | 
IN! Since oft we find, or ſoon, or late, a 
| |. Is verify'd what proverbs prate. , 
Sure *twill be reckon'd a manceuvre, + 20 | 1 7 

That Bradſhaw, once ſo mean and _— 

Should for his life, and his two ſons; 4 1 
Cor fo they ſay the patent runs) 
1 Be veſted with a penſion clear, 1 Sch 11 25} | 

1 Of fifteen hundred pounds a year : N 


1 For doing what? — Aye, there's the queſion”— 1 
it 3 « Fierce the aſſault, an the er „ e 


1 


But lo! as 1 3 nar e KF 


In dirty work his elder brother, _=_ 5 ] 

b Who, for peruſing records duſty, - = 

We dub a knight o'th* order Trufſty, |, . 

1 Quip him with ſhield and coat of mail 

Of impudence, that ne er can fail: 

And humbly hope they'll ſet a price on, 

UE | The induſtry of Ferry Dyſon. „„ 
| Who, from his being ſo deep read, - 


|| Doth much reſemble Nimming Ned, 


- 
* * 
2 * 
1 12 


hat 


That ſteals and pilfers all he can, 


Whatever comes within his ab 


1 


Tho' on a Ms. 8 8 


®. * wo 2 


Unleſs ey! add a trifle more, 


It is not worth his while to pores © 0 


His preſent falary fcarce produces 1% 

Him ſpectacles for private uſes : 

And if wit fail, or light grow aim, es Ls 1 1 
A ſpectacle they'd make of him 
Therefore, the fovereigri balm to cure 20s ) vt ; We 


3 te” 4 190 1 
Dory of fight' —4 a ſnecine 415 | ws: 11 = 
ods by ne DE HOW o 
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He'll pocket“ as one would an apple.” 5 
It matters not, peerage or penſion, 

To either he has vaſt pretenſion, 

But, with ſubmiſſion, would much father 
Kiſs handy for 1 11 mow 5 : 


; Fo RY ml. | 
No doubt they'll fit bid ea 50 gract,... * * 


Happily form'd in caſt of face n. 
That ne'er knew: bluſh except ent. A 24 TL 
Or higher ſoar'd than to be clerk, 

A clerk i'th' office-where bs now rx 4 044 24, ® 
Makes better men with homage bow. 


#1 
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A BON MOT, 


on. A LADY 'S WEDDING BEING 3 ON. THE WEN Tr- 
FIRST OF DECEMBER. 


Eturn'd from the op'ra, as lately I ſat, 
Indiff rently chatting of this thing and that, | 
My Chloe I aſk d how it enter'd her head, 

'To fix on St. Thomas, of all days to wed? . 

To which ſhe replied, with reaſon the ſtrongeſt, 

4 Tho' ſhorteſt the day is—the night, ſir, is longe/l.” 
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E Freedom lies bleeding, O fatal miſhap 


Amidſt all this rage of political potter, 


W And Luttrell is fiting in Jack Millar lp: 


The K—— ſis W _—_ of his mother. - 155 


(4712 2 4 * | 
„ An epſien mal uſe af by 4 C-—am i 6 In nb; 
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O DE 10 LORD, NORTH, 


ye 
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ON HIS BEING APPOINTED COMMANDER * HET 
or THE HOUSE or COMMONS. 1770. 


TXT 


0 


Thou, whom Piacemen all (Ache, 
Of the Exchequer chancellor, wt: 
And firſt lord of the treaſury, 
How can a uſe i in humble ſtrain | 1 
Pretend thy merits to explain, | 
Or how in numbers meaſure you ! 


Let — munning public ftrife, 

Shrink in the boſom of his wife, Ss 

SG .car'd at the Vork petition; | k 

us thou ſhalt ſtill maintain the field, = | 

With * heart in fe-fold conſcience ſteel'd, „ 
And combat oppoſition... Ei. 


r 


wo' 


f 


Bold in their front tho Dosen ſtand, 1 

With firing of moͤtions in his hands rs 
Maxims of hard digeſtion?! ' 

nanſwer'd, they ſhall periſh all, 

logg d with amendments in their fall, 
" choak'd by previous queſtion. e 
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No cauſe you have to fear him: 
The Sp—k—r too, with looks ſo big, 
Waits but the motion of thy leg 

To point, and call out Hear him! 


On either hand, from left to right, 


The chiefs all marſhall'd for the fight, 
Preſs to partàke thy glory: 
There B—r—gt— n, with fugar's tongue, 


De Gy the old, and Fox the young, 


The. flower of oratory. 3 


Here 1 and blundering * 
And patient Mungo every where, 


And Th-r-oe puts his caſe in; 


While all amid th'qppoſing rout 


The dauntleſs R-g—y, tall and ſtout, 
Tr uſhes a 15 face in. 


E-I—t, with, accents broad and ſtrong, 
And J—k—I-n, with arms ſo long, 
Still join to help the farce on; 

Ellis and St—ge their voices lend, 
With O—-ſl—w, -Wilkes's only friend, 
i hat lince bas ſued the ne 
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"Whilſt thou, like Falſtaff, tak'ſt the floor, 
Wich men in buckram thirteen ſcore, 


With 


E 39 
With creſt erect, like Priam's ſon, 


| Lead but your truſty Trojans on, 


Regardleſs of deſertion, 


Like Swiſs they faithfully obey, | 
—Like Swiſs, too, they muſt have their Pays 


Poſt, penſion, and reverſion. 


In other fields let G—ft—n'reap 
A victory more ſafe and cheap, 

With ſtars and garters hemm'd in; 
W—m—th to anſwer Richmand's dakey”2 
And ſober S—dw-h to rebuke, Y 

Both Rockingham and Camden. 


With Scottiſh. p- rs complete S 


B—ps i in meet array are ſeen, 
Content. to earn promotion; 
And M—sf—9, ever conſtant found, 
And M—hm=—t ready to propound 
In Erſe a midnight motion. 


Great polar ſtar, who now ſecure 
Beams in the ſky the cynoſure 


Of courtly navigation, 


Oh deign to ſhed thy influence forth 


On him whoſe needle points at nerthy- 
Without a variation. 
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Norwich, Feb. 3, 1770. 


Indaretta congratulates her much loved colonel- 
Hurlo-Thrumbo, and honours him for his bold, 
and ſpirited refletions on the baſe;born electors of 
Weſtminſter, not worthy to enter. the 6 gates o Sis N 


jeſiys palace, A 
Tommy grows a Gas wa 3 ae wil be big e 


for an enſign in his papa's company of militia in a year 


or two: I brings him to London the e of April, 
and you will ſhew him St. James's and all the fine, 
folks, but within c the gates of his. majeſty's palace” 
on account of his birth I charge you don't let Dini. 
come near any of the vulgar mechanicks or baſe-born 
32 of We minſiet r +4 85 


For the better underſtanding of the above card, we 
have ſubjoined a paſtoral poem, firſt publiſhed during. 
the late conteſted election for the county of Norfolk. 
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a Ra HAVE ASTO BAY * or M. 
= TTY Ir 
nd Cindaretta, Crob-miid ts Colne! Hurlo:Thrumbo 75 
* called from a famous ſpeech made at a county meeting, 
1 in which he © hurl'd defiance” in the face of his elec- 
1 tors, ) being enamoured of his fine parts and auguſt de- 
pag portment, after having borne him two children, com- 
on Plains of his long abſence on the annual exerciſe of the 
a * militia, where he commanded i in ured bi 
de Fn 
_ Der dropt her bruſh ; ; the diſh-clout e 5 
N | _ | 
; And loſt was all the kitchen's ſilver pri; ; 


_ Scarce would the deep majeſtic bellows blow, * _ 
The labouring jack would hardly, hardly go; 
Dull was the braſs, unwaſh'd her earthen-ware,.,, 
And Tabby ſlept neglected i in the chair: 

Loys wrought the change, *twas Love that had be- 


5 tray'd, 
When thus in doleful dumps Wh, the maid : - 
„Go, gentle gales ! and bear my ſichs away 
"EY Ah! why ſo long does Hurlo- Thrumbo ſtay? 


F ; 


D z 6 8 « Why 
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1 4 1 
Why form'd Dame Nature women's love ſo frong, 
„Or, why art thou ſo tempting and fo long? 
Reſound my tubs, my hollow tubs reſound ; 
% Ah me! that love ſhould give fo deep a wound? 
* Why in that houſe * ſhou}Fſ thou ſo ſtrive to ſhine, 
« Is it more clean or better kept than mine? 
« Alas! I'm told { but they are lies, I ween) 
« That dirty houſe no mortal yet could clean - 
Rub as they will, and poliſh as they can, 
©« Penſions and bribes will iron- mould the man: 
40 Go. gentle gales ! and bear my ſighs away! 
« Ah! why ſo long does Hurlo-Thrumbo ſtay ? 


40 Why ſeeks my oldier forts or oy walls, 
44 When I can make my love leſs hurtful balls? 
66 Why to the camp muſt Hurlo-Thrumbo fly, 
« When I can raiſe, and you beſiege a pye? 
« If thou muſt fight, for thou art born to weild, 
« O! fight in paſte the heroes of the field: 
« Go, gentle gales ! and bear my ſighs away! 
« Ah! why ſo leutz does Hurlo-Thrumbo ſtay? 


40 When yeter morn I turk d my jack 4 
4 The ſalt· box fell portentous to the ground: 
Thrice mew'd the aat, and thrice ſhe flew on Tray; 
„Oh! think on this, and thy election day! 
Die, Cinderetta! eaſe thy hateful ſmart, 


at e 
Ne 
1 — 


„ Ambition's now the miſtreſs of bis heart: 


+ H---e of C-----t, 


«Go! 


ray; 


Go! 


4] 


“ Go, gentle gales! ! and bear my ſighs away! | 
© Ah! why.fo long does Hurlo-Thrumbo og? 5 


ec Ah, me ! each object that 1 eyes can view, 


* Brings to my mind ſame pleaſing form of you 2 
When in this hand. the poliſh'd ſpit I hold, 


« Thy ſhape is here, for thou art long and cold: 
If I the cleaver take, the joint to part, 
« Thy abſence then is cleaving of my heart; 


Or, if I ſtrive my kitchen fire to mend, 


« Thoſe eyes are flaming at the poker's end-. 


« Go, gentle gales ! and bear my ſighs away! 


(c Ah! oO {o —_ does as bn ro one + 295 — 


Thus wail's ſhe tearful to herſelf Ane 
The hollow tubs re-echoing every groan- : | 


When lo! her much-loy'd hero /oed to view, 


And her heart flutter'd as ſhe nearer drew: 


She ſought the garret for her Sunday's pride, 


Pinn'd on her nims, and bruſh'd thefleas aſide. 
The buſy ſylphs attend the dreſſing fair, 5 
This clears the ſcurf, and this pork- lards her hair: 


Tais with its breath reduc'd her tear · ſwoln eye, - 
Another fans the pouting noſtrils dry 4 
Dovn came the damſel with ſupecior grace, 2 
With all the ſtew-pan's radiance in her face: _ 5 
So dredg «, ſo finiſh'd, and fo ſoft her look, 


Now trips a Goddeſs, and now ſmiles a cook ; 


Flies to her Hero, with reſiſtleſs charms, 
= Andclaſps the * cold Col'nel in her arms. 


D 4 IMPROMPTU. 
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| TO THOMAS DE GREY, ESQ. MEMBER FOR 
| | NORFOLK. ; 
EACH us the difference to know, 
Betwixt the baſe and free- born foe 3 "48 
Left at the royal palace entry 
We ſhould be ſhot by Scottiſh centry ; 1 N 
Or ſent to Newgate for ſeclitien, 35 
In ſigning Weſtminſter? s petition : „„ 
Since Thurloe ſays, it matters not 


Whether we die by /bot or rot. 


. 


TE: HE L 1 K. 


O Truth, old-faſhion'd gueſt, 
To teach unwelcome news, 
Thyſelf ſhalt bear the teſt, 
When all do thee refuſe. | 
Go both to. low and bigh,;:; >... 
And give them all the Lie. 


Go 


[4] 
"= 

Go tell the he⸗ 5 weak, 

And obſtinate withal ; 


Tell him (for Truth will ſpeak) 


Heh's loſt the love of all: 
And if he will reply, 
Fear not to give the Lie. 
. 
Tell ſtateſmen they're not whole, 
By vice uninterrupted; 


In bady and in foul 


They're ſhamefully corrupted. 
If ſtateſmen will reply, _ 
Give ſtateſinen all the Lie, 


— 


* 


Go ten the court it ſcreens 


Knaves, murd'rers, and defaulters ; a 


It ſcoundrels entertains 


That worthy are of halters : : 
And if it dare reply, | 
T hen mo it ag the Lie. NA 


4 74 V 
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Go tell the church it ſlumbers, 

And orders gives to. foolss; 
Say, churchmen there are numbers, ** 
Who dullneſs lean by rules: 


Sn 
4 & 


* 


1 46 ] 
And if the church reply, 
Dare yet to give the Lie. 


W. 
Go tell the lawyer's courts, 
Their lingering far worſe is, 
With pleas, demurs, reports, 
Than all our other curſes : 
And if they dare reply, 
Quick give them all the Lie. 


VII. 
Go tell phyſicians grave, 
Who boaſt their mighty ſkill, 
Some few indeed they fave, 
But.many more they kill : 
| And if they will reply, 
Fail not to gs the e Lie.” 


vin. 


Go tell the * direftorn, . 
True taſte with them ſure ſcarce i 4 
While they are ſuch protectors 
Of baby-pleafing farces: 
And as they yield reply, 
So give them all the Lie. 


T4) 
| IX. 
Away, and fear not, "a 
They think thee quite uncouth; 
For thou may'ſt let them know, 


Thy name is downright. Truth : 


And wiſh them no reply, 
For thou mull give the Lie. 


THE FOLLOWING ILLUSTRIOUS PERSONAGES WILL 
APPEAR IN THE UNDER-MENTIONED DRESSES | 
AND. CHARACTERS, AT THE SUBSCRIP- 
TION MASQUERADE, AT MRS. 

CORNELLY'S. - 


IS M5 in 2 child's frock and bib, fol 
lowed by L—d N, in the habit of an old 
woman, howing him in leading ſtrings. 


The 2, Ceres with a cornucopia. 

The D 'of GI— x, in the . of rs 5 
dick the married man. 

The D- of Cum—d, in the changer 'of 
Parks; 
The P- ſs 8 of Ws, the witch of 
Endor. 

The D of Ne 4 Troppaling in Duke 


an no Duke, 
F he Os an ale- wiſe, 
Hu 


Five of the Maids f Han repreſenting the pa- 
rable of the hve fooliſh Virgins, l the lamps 
without oil. 

Miſs Van——+, in the character of one of the wiſe 


ee 5 
L—y Hall — e, in the character of the Inland 
Princeſs. „„ | 
The D-— of Gr——1, a New-Market Jockey. 
L—y Har ——n, Meſſalina. 


L—d L:g—r, an old ſatyr. 18 

Mr. F—z, Sir John Falſtaff. i 

"Ld Har—g—n, an alderman with. a pair of horns 
in his pocket. 

Led W—y—tb, in the Ane of a butcher. 

L—y Har—t Stan —e, Suſannah.  .. | 

L—d Mar—h, following ber, in the character of M1 
one of the Elders. 

L--d Car—1:, the prodigal "II bn 7 
Id Tal—t, in the character of the ſtarved cook 
in the Miſer. 5 

L- d Hert—d, Ree 8 Goli-weigher, 

Ld Per—y, the God Priapus. 

Sir F r Nor—n; the del. 
Y; o Mr: Riz—y, a drunken Boathensl. | 
Mr. Ver—n, in the character of Fortune in a robe 

of cards, a chain of dice about his neck, and a ng ; 
box on his head. 

- D— of D „ a bear in a chain. | 

Col. Lut—1, a prize-fighter. .. AE BUR 


4 
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—_ : A DIALOGUE 


he pa- 
- lamps 


he wiſe 


INand | 


ockey, 
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BETWEEN A GENTLEMAN AND A PAINTER, 15 
THE EXHIBITION IN * SPRING-GARDENS, 


| S 

5 | S649 26! *4) 3: 24 40% 

IN THE SPRING, 1770. : 
| a3þÞ6 402 4% IU fs . Kum 7 b 

; | GENT. 
NAR. Painter, you joke © 

a With us peaceable folk, + 

For ſurely it never can bez, , 
T hat three brave ſons of Mars, a 1 


Can be talking of wars, 


W Whilk like miſſes s they) re ipping.t their tea, 5 : 1 


PAINT. + ESD 


Theſe are foldiers inder, 
But their trade's not to Me” + it. a0 
Tis true, they wear long {words and boots "oy ow” 
Yet they deem it nd fin | 
To fleep in whole ſkin, | 


So ne'er venture to ſtain een their coats. 8 
- £ 21 * 2 


Should Tout them in arms, * 
Midſt hoſtile alarms, 


What mortals a ſmile could refuſe ? 


_ cos a Eaten cams 


For tho' daggers 22 Sat 
Were their country at ſtake, 
Yet, like Hamer,” Sir, none would they Y 


Tis theirs i in the Mall 
To attract the ſoft halls... | 
| Who ev'ry day haunts the parade; 
For the fair love the brave, 
And ſtill firmly believe 
They muſt be ſo, who'1 wear a ; cockade, 


enn. 


I allow your rearl}i; 
But tis not in the park, 
That their proweſs has vanquiſh'd the fair; 
There is no one but knows 
How they ſlaughter'd their foes 
In the battle of r 1 


PAINT. 


When Ulyſſes ſcot-free, 55 
1 Scap'd the ſword and the ſea, 
As Ovid relateth the fable; 
4.1 He deſcrib'd to his wife, 
di! Where he ventur'd his life, 
WII By the wine he had ſpilt on the table, 


> 


F 


Juſt to theſe repoſe,” 4. on ao ae 
After routing their foes, POT ; 
In that bluſt'ring, . bloodleſs campaigns | 

So now, Sir, you ſee, 

With what's ſpilt of their tea, 
T wy are igang it over dein. 


% Here the troopers „14 
« When the enemy fled, 
% And there, Sirs, I Rand beaver 3 
„Here a taylor's aſſault 
« Caus'd the firſt line to halt, ata] 
% And there I encounter'd a weaver,” 3 * 


. 4 
ö 


* 
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PRESENT PUBLIC WISHES, 


HE K— wiſhes to be quiet. 
2 The people wi/h him to be great. 
The miniſtry ww to continue the nn. 
Patriots wiſh for libertitg. | 
Remonſtrants wiſh for red 
Old maids wiſh for young Huſbands. 
Many huſbands 107% for divorces. 
The proprietors of Ranelagh and Vauxhall | wiſh for 
fair weather. 


Chairmen 
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Vagabonds 207/ for a revolution, 
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Chairmen ih for foul weather. 


© Conviets wiſh for life. + 


Wilkes wi/hes nb Tonger for his liberty. 

His creditors 20h him Joy of it. 

The outs wihh to be in. 

The in, wi/h to continue fo. © © 

Sore conſciences wiſh for a reſtriftion on the preſs. 
Players wiſh for good benefits. 


In every branch of the conſtitution. ny nf 9 
And the writer of this rhapſody ies he had clear, 
No more, nor leſs, than n Juſt on one e thouſand poents : 2 


3 , 2 A *d 
year, 98 


E, Þ 1 „ E 
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ron LADY priberr 1, re Dy! 


BAB rn Ar YORK. 


1 
2 * : 7+ 4 838 9 
- 


SY 
Loom e's 


Oo cannde MR gfne; my fear © Hy Babs 
How Aftibus 1 am AlL my budget to blab; 


But, lord, I could tell you a thouſand albert 


Than ſcribbling my thoughts, likes clerk, ina letter: he's 
But when we're apatt, there is no other means 

Of deſcribing the vulgar, and St. James sſcenes— 
Well, then to begin, my dear Bab, and be ſhort; 


In the preſence I was, when the May'r came to court; 
nn 
F Ye 


LE 


N 


e Gods ! what a ſhame! that the 4 of the eartk 

Should dare to petition as people of birth: FS 

uch a fight, my dear Bab, with their gowns and* 
broad faces, 

ith their vile vulgar gaits, and air ſtaves and 
their maces ; F 


blink! - | 
and then, my dear ſoul, how theſe creatures did 
ſtink ! | | 
declare, eau de luce hardly ape me from faint- 
ing; 
\ plague, een in Turkey, Was not half ſo taint- 
ing: | 
But the king, my dear child, who is 1 fo clear, 
Sent the wretches away with a flea in their ear. 
ou know how I ſigh'd for a prize in the lottery ; 
But now all my ſighs are turn'd round on the coterie: 
Between you and me, I'd lay twenty to ſeven, 
That many had rather go there than to heaven; 
T's the ſnuggeſt affair, and the pleaſanteſt plan, 
For altho' with your huſband—you may have a man; 
Do you know tho', they've black-ball'd George Sel- | 
- wyn and March! ? 
(That ſweet Macaroni, ſo Riff and ſo ſtarch) 
Their reaſons I know not; but ſure it is cruel, 
For of all our gay lords, ſure my lord is the jewel; 
3 for Selwyn, the creature has wit and good ſenſe, 
Vhich to me, lady Bab, is a horrid offence, ; =o 
— What 


ut, like owls in the ſun, how our king made them 
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Foote's open, and Reynolds's paintings are ſhewn : 


| IN IMITATION OF THE MANNER OF DR. SWIFT. 


Of moſt enormous bulk and weight; 


All of high blood, all beaſts of breeding, 
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What you loſe, wy dear creature, by not n in 
town] 


Enchanting Vauxhall, where the dark walks, ſo ſnug, 

Aﬀord me, at times, a dear kiſs and a hug. 

Well, adieu, lady Bab, for engagements are preſſing; 3 

I dine at Almack's—and have not begun dreſſing; 1 | 

To reach the dear ſpot, I am all in a fidget, 

And beg AY * dear little 
Baibokr. 


THE STATT OA CAI. 


NC E on a time a grand lord-may'r 
(No matter when, no matter where) 
Kept a huge pompous coach of ſtate, 


And on the times of public joy, 
To wheel about the pond'rous toy; 
He kept beſides a noble ſtring 

Of horſes, fit to draw a king; 


But vicious from exceſs of feeding 
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g in Of courſe intractable and heady, 
Let in one point perverſely ſteady, 
wn: I Viz. Each good ſteed was true and hearty 
inug, To his own intereſt and his party; 
IR Nay, this curs'd ſpirit had poſſeſt 
fling; = To ſuch degree each ſturdy beaſt, 
ng 5 Phat not a ſingle chuff would move 
From threats or ſoothing, fear or love, | 
SZ Unleſs in partnerſhip he drew 
ET. With thoſe of his confed'rate crew, 
Though thus the clumſy and the clever, 
ZW 11!-pair'd oft hobbled on together. 


| Hence when the coach was order'd out, 

= Buck would refufe to match with Stout, 

At leaſt one inch would not proceed 

Unleſs impetuous Di'mond led, 

| Who when of late our grand premier, 

And then uncheck'd in his career, 

While he tugg'd on the vaſt machine 

O'er rough and ſmooth, through thick and thin, 

Would often with their rapid turn 

Make the wheels creak and axle burn ; 

Yet give the haughty devil his due, 

Though bold his quarterings, they were true: 
Yes, let us not his {kill diſparage, 

He never once o'erſet the carriage, 

T hough oft he whirl'd it, one would think, 

Juſt o'er the pitfall's headlong brink ; _— 

ES: While 


1FT. | 


Of 


OE 
While at each hair-breadth (cape, his foes | 
Would cry, there, there, by G-d, it goes! 


And as ſtiff Buck would ne'er ſubmit 
But on theſe terms to champ the bit, 
Stout in return was full as ſullen, 

Nor the ſame harneſs would he pull in, 
Unleſs by cautious Duke preceded, 
Or by pacific Sawney headed: 
The body-coachman, hence unable 
To rule the refractory ſtable, ; 
Was forc'd to leave the ſaucy brutes 

To terminate their own diſputes; 

And when they deign'd to wear the traces, | 
Chuſe their own partners and their places ; 
But, tir'd themſelves with theſe diftraQtions, 
Reſolv'd at laſt the ſeveral factions 
(For in their anger all had wit) 

Some terms of union to admit, 
Which, that more firmly they might bind, 
Drawn in this form by all were ſign'd: 

FE, - Jed 

We the contracting ſeeds, (expreſt 
Here was the name of each prime beaſt, 
As Di'mond, Sawney, Duke) however 
Determin'd not to work together, 

Vet by theſe preſents are agreed, 

Together peaceably to feed: 

On this account then (work or play). 

Let each receive his cuſtom'd pay: 


KB 
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Confirm we by concurring votes 

To each his daily peck of oats: 

Beſides, omit we by no means 

Proportion'd quantities of beans; 

Nor yet warm maſhes when we chuſe *em, 
Nor Bracken's balls when pleas'd to uſe * em; 
For as tis likely from full feeding, 

At times, diſeaſes may be breeding, 

Tis right for every horſe that is lick, 

Who finds the food ſhould find the phyſic. 


Theſe previous articles now. clos'd, 
Here prudent Di'mond interpos/d, 
Long fam'd for his contempt of pelf, 
And views which center'd not in ſelf, 
<< How chang'd at preſent ??” (or no more 
Wears he that maſk which once he wore. ) 
Quoth he, (wrapp'd round with many a clout 
His greaſy heels, the horſes gout) 
<« Snug now ourſelves and our dependants, 
„Shall we neglect our dear deſcendants ? | 
_ © Nay eien from ſcripture we ſhould learn, 
« For our own houſholds due concern; 
«© Leſt we incur then, to our ſhame, 
& Of infidels th' accurſed name, 
Provide we next, (if ſuch your will is) 
For all our preſent colts and fillies ; 
No matter, though for this ſupply 
Wie drain our maſter's coffers dry: 
"Eg : ., 


1 


© Stretch we the grant too, if ye pleaſe, 
<« F'en to the future colts of theſe ; 

| © Then to their coltlings in entail, 

ce Till iſſue of ſuch iſſue fail: 

T Well, bullies, are you all content? 
Each fteed here ſnorted his aſſent; 

And, more t' expreſs their joy of heart, 
All at once th obſtreperous f—t ; 
The mews, through all its ſpacious round, 
| Re-echo'd to th' unmanner'd found ; 

And now adjuſted their pretenſions, 

And thus ſecur'd their long-breath'd e W, 
Like porkers fattening in the __ 
On their fat rumps at eaſe they lie; 
Uplitter'd to their ears in ſtraw, 

| Yet not a ſingle beaſt will draw. 


Dogs ! to üs you all to REFER 
I wiſh, at leaſt, for ſome ſhort ſeaſon, x 
That in your preſent maſter's ſtead, 
Too meek to tame fo rough a breed, 
Too mild to curb your factious ſpirit, 
Too good to treat ye as ye merit, 


| | { Stern boiſterous Cromwell from the dead, 


Or bluff old Hal would lift his head, 
That I might ſee you bound and ſkip 
Beneath their diſciplining whip; 
That I might ſee your pamper'd hides 
Flogg'd, till from out your furrow'd ſides 


Spun, 
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Spun, in each part, the ſiay blood, 

Too rich from floth and copious food; 

That thus let out at all theſe ſluices, 

It may purge off its vicious juices; 

While I ſhould hear you, at each jerk, 
Cry, laſh no more, we'll work, we'll work. 


Id THE SEASON or 1760, 


The Subſcription-Books at Bath were opened for Prayers 
at the Abbey, and Gaming at the Rooms. _ 


In the Evening of the firſt Day, the Numbers Jun as 
under: 


H E church and rooms the other day, 


Open'd their books for pray'r and play; 


The prieſt got twelve Hoyle ſixty- ſeven; 
How great the odds for hell gainſt heaven * 


AN ANS WE R. 


F ſigning with the twelve, to heaven 
1 The ſureſt way does ſhew, 
And ſigning with the ſixty-ſeven, 

As ſure to hell to go: | 
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Tim, . fay 1 ! thay knowing elf, 
(For to decide I'm loth) 


Where go the reſt, who with thy ſelf, 


* have ſign'd with both ? 


Thus Juſtice ſays, at her court leet, 


(And Juſtice is no ſtinter) 
& In heav'n you'll have a ſummer ſeat, 
4 In hell a houſe for winter. | 


-E .P..1 GO KA M. 


AYS Ch—dl—gh to a certain dame, 
Whom royal horners woo, 


I almoſt think it is a ſhame 


To talk to ſuch as you. 


We both, reply'd the titled whore, 


Have been a theme for laughter, 
The diff*rence this, you felt before, 
My foible happen'd after. 


E PI G R A M. 


F Outs and Ins, thi common fins 
Are public peculation ; 
Ins have been Outs, and Outs been Ins, 
And both have robb'd the nation, 
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Since both alike one plan purſue, 
Of mal-adminiſtration, 


Of each ſort raiſe a choſen few 


To an exalted ſtation. 


My views are far from ſiniſter 
To work a reformation ; | 
I'd make Jack Ketch prime miniſter 


Of each man's elevation. 


ON THE OUTS AND INS. 


*HE Outs much like an empty ſtomach are, 
That frets and keeps a coil for diet; 

The Ins, to one that's full you may compare, 

Which well contented is and quiet. 


A veſſel full, when ſtruck, makes no replies, 


But th' empty barrel always makes a noiſe: 


Thus he that's in no *ccafjon has to quarrel ; 


But he, that's out, is like an empty barrel. 
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Ny vice the ſecret friend, the foe profeſs'd, 


Of every talent to deceive poſſeſs'd; 


As mean in houſhold ſavings, as profuſe 


In vile corruption's ſcandalous abuſe. 
| Mentally 


« 
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Mentally blind, on whom no ray of truth 

E'er glanc'd auſpicious, e'en in bloom of youth. 
Perfidious, arbitrary, proud and baſe, 

With all the fins that damn'd the Stuart race, 
Without one virtue to ſecure from ſhame 

The flattering promiſe of an early fame, 

Thou tinſe] pageant of a ſummer day! 

But winter ſtern ſhall tear thy maſk away ; 
Shall drag at once into abhorred light, 

A heart beſt hid beneath the veil of night. 
Nought will avail thy filly, ſimpering ſmile, 

No alice can his rough hand beguile; 

One general indignation will be ſhewn, 
Contempt, at laſt, is into hatred grown. 
What, tho? inimitable Churchill's hearſe 

| Sav'd thee from all the vengeance of his verſe, 
Macaulay ſhall in nervous proſe relate 

W hence flows the venom that diſtracts the ſtate. 
Thy name will ſtink in hiſt'ry's awful page, 
Curs'd by thy native land from age to age : 
Sure, as that ſack-inſpir'd Whitehead ſings, 
And Scotch Addreſſers hail the—beſt of Kings. 
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THE AN Ss Ww E R. 
| Kis teneatis Amici? 


O hear your complaints I ſhall ever be ready, 
And not to redreſs them I ſwear I am ſteady. 


It gives me concern that you come here miſled : 


Your Remonſtrance I hold is not over well-bred, 


To arraign my Mama and my Minion muſt be 


Diſreſpectful at leaſt both to them and to me; 


| Beſides tis injurious, tho" true, to be told 


That my P——t's bought, that the people are old, 
For of places ood penſions a monſtrous profuſion 
Is plac'd in my hands by our wile conſtitution. 


In ſpite of my modeſty too I muſt raiſe, 


Since you will not do it, my own ſong of praiſe, 
| The law of the land to reſpect is my glory 


And as I was born and bred a ſtaunch Tory, 

If you dare to inſult or trifle with law, AGE + 

Like Nero, by M- I'll keep you in awe. 

I ſcorn to encroach on the one houſe or t'other ; 

I only ca them; then why ſuch a pother ? 

Too well I remember the oath that I made, 

The beſt of K—gs never your rights will invade; | 

From a beggarly ſpot we were call'd, and we came 

Thofe rizhts to defend ; then my I not claim, 
| Since 
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Who prov'ſt by titles, ribbons, or by gold, 


By hell-boro magic faſcinate thy King ? 


* : Op YR oo gr 

2 DELTA IIS S010 
* WW e R hos ay den 
eee eee ee Fg? 5. 
a e 5 N. * 


T1 -- 
Since the ty**#t to play I fo ſeldom endeavour, 
That the cry of my People ſhould be G—e for ever ? 


Then laughing he publifh'd this gracious command; 
Inſtead of my a— ſe let them all kiſs my hand. 


' TO THE LORD OF THE ISLE. 
TY Improbe, Pznas, 


HERE wilt thou ſtop, thou all-corruptin 
"Thane, 
Who render'ſt all the patriot's 7 "ROY vain ! 


'T hat boaſted virtue may be bought, and fold! 
That ſtubborn pride can ſtoop to aid thy plan— 
That Chatham doats, tho' Pitt was once a man! 


Shall there not riſe ſome great, ſuperior force, 
To check thy mad ambition in its courſe ? 
To drag thee, ſtruggling, from behind the throne, 
And make thy head for thy falſe heart atone? | 
Shalt thou of goodneſs taint the pureſt ſpring, 


And ſhall not freedom? s enterprizing arm 
Cut through the gordian knot that binds the . 


N Bleſs'd be the man, who, virtuous, juſt, and brave, 
Shall ſtretch his hand his country's rights to ſave, _ 
| „ 


— , 


Fre Albion's ſons become no longer free, 
\nd all her chiefs unpopular, like thee ! 


7 
ever? 


"and; One man , like Abdiel, all thine arts hath found. 


Firm ' midſt deſertion, midſt corruption ſound ; 
One whoſe quick eye can penetrate thy wiles, 
hy frowns who dreads not, nor who courts thy 

ſmiles; I" 
Who loves a Brunſwick, hates a Stuart reign, | 
But moſt abhors a kingdom-graſping Thane. _ 
Beware his vengeance : For the day will come, | 1 
big with ripe fate, and black with gath'ring doom; 
uptin When thy juſt ſov'reign, yielding to the cal! 
Of groaning millions, urging on thy fall, 
Will from thy dazzling greatneſs hurl thee down, 
And vindicate the honour of Dis crown. 


L E. 


- Earl Tenge. 
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FOR SIR D- R- R, K—T, 

* ns GE 
Here 
| | Reſts at laſt 1 
Fr rom all his ſanguinary Deſires, 
Sir D*####Y RX XR, Ent. 
-m ? 5 W hoſe Love of Money 
> Was only exceeded 

ve, By his Luſt of Puniſhment : 2 
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Of the Law, 
} Improved by the double 
"i! 3 And deceitful Education 
| : 1 
i} Preſbyterian, 
| By unwearied Application 


To his on Intereſt, 
1 By proſtituting his Conſcience, 
If Xii 
Mt | A true time-ſerving Spirit, 
In Spite of Genius, 
From the baſeſt Original, 
He acquired the immenſe Sum 
Of Three Hundred Thoufand Pounds; 
And wriggled himſelf into the Poft 
--— Att—y G— 1. 
In the Execution of this Office, 
His Heart conſtantly felt Affliction, 
His Eye ever flow'd with Sorrow, 
When the Innocent eſcaped unpuniſhed. 
Hence, by ſlaviſn Obedience 
To M Mandates, 
In wreſting Laws to arbitrary Purpoſes, 


He aſcended the Scat 
3 f 
Lord Ch—f J 
The ſame Thirſt of Vengeance | 5 
Still waited on his Footſteps; | | th 


5 | T hoſe 
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Tnoſe chem be long: to puniſh 
As Att——y, - 
He now condemn'd, 
With Delight, = 
As Judge: = 
Truth found no Juſtice, 
_ Virtue no Favour, 
Innocence no Mercy, 
When i in Oppoſition to C rt Meaſures: 
Zealous to eſtabliſn Tyranny 
In the Crown Law, 
Againſt all but“ Robbers 
Of the Public Money, 
To whom, from Sympathy, 
He was merciful beyond Meafure ; 
Enemy to Liberty, 5 
Steady in his Country's Ruin, | 
Encouraged and adapted 
By all the Qualities in Head and Heart, 
Which diſgrace human Nature 
Too requeſt Nobility ; 
_. He.atkes, 
And it was granted. : 
Heaven and Monarchs 
Behold with different Eyes: 


* Vide Ex--r*s trial, where, after being found guilty of Hlegalhy 
| peſſeſſing twenty thouſand pounds, he was only fined the intereſt of 
ine money he Lad in Eis hands, ſtill prefervirg all his places but one. 
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See Law and Divix Iv cloſely connected! 
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Him, So his 8— 2 | 
TTT 
God ſnatched to anſwer for his Crimes. 
For know, the Almighty will not 
Always, unreſenting, 
Permit the Ambitious to receive, 
Nor Kings to beſtow thoſe Honours 
On the Nefarious, 
Which are only the juſt Reward 


ON 
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VARETUE 
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] 
| Th 
ON : PART. OF THE UNIVERSITY - CHURCH IN 
OXFORD BEING CONVERTED INTO 
| A LAW-SCHOOL. | 
ES, yes; you may rail at the Pope as you pleaſe, 
But truſt me that Miracles never will ceaſe. = 


See here—an event that no mortal ſuſpected ! 


To prove the old proverb, which long hath ad odd, 
That the neareſt the Church are the fartheſt from God. 


5 


ON A BLACK MARBLE STATUE OF A SLAVE _ 
STANDING IN ONE OF THE INNS or COURT. 


* 


BOUND IN UNCOLOURED CALF, AND WHITE 
. . 2 EDGES. i +». | . be 
dd, 


Jod. 


1 vain, poor ſable ſon of woe, | 
Thou ſcek'ft a tender ear; zl 
In vain thy tears with a flow, = C 
For mercy dwells not here. Fg 
| - . 3 , — TE: b © 
From cannibals thou fly'ſt in vain ; = Fi 
Lawyers leſs quarter give; | ; 
The firſt won't eat you till you're lain, 14 
In The laſt will do't alive. ; | 
ts ON SEEING A LAW-BOOK . 
ale, | | | 1 
| | 
| 
! 
: 


ITH unſtain'd edges, and in ſpotleſs aalf, 
A Law-Book bound muſt make a Koi laugh 
'or in that ſtriking emblem you may ſe, 
ot what Law is, but what the Law ſhould be: 
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\ Law-Book thus in the Law +" d len 21 
oy like a Tan in a Layman's veſt; 4, 2 
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"Tis like a ſtrumpet cloath'd i in ſpotieſs white, | 1 
is like a bitter apple, fair to ſight; | 
"Tis like a ſimple quaker, plain and neat, * 
That with his yeas and noes is ſure to cheat: 
Tis like a pirate, that falſe colours ſhows, 
Or Hecla's flames conceal'd in virgin ſnows ; 
*Tis like—in ſhort, tis like Dan Milton's fin; 
All fair without, but monſtrous foul within, 


WRITTEN UNDER A PICTURE OF 
KITTY FISHER, 
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DRAWN IN THE CHARACTER or CLEOPATRA. 
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O this fam'd character how juſt thy right! 
Thy mind as wanton, and thy form as bright. 
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THE PETTICOAT ADMINISTRATION. 


Peace, idiot man, woman ſhall over rule; 
How oft to her, you've prov'd N a fool. 
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LO 'G have the men triumphant reign'd, 
Over this giddy nation; 

But neither law or truth maintain'd, 

Tho' each maintain 'd his m—— 
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In government there is no truth, 
Lord Egmont ſwears, odd rat em, 
'Tis prov'd by Jemmy Twitcher's mouth, 
And by the Earl of Chatham. 


The outs they rail at thoſe whore in; 


The ins at thoſe who! re out ; 4. 


* roar to- day for Wilkes and Glynn, 


And then for John of Bute. 


No cod-ſmack ſhifts her ſails ſo quick, 
Nor makes ſo many tacks ; 

They lie, they ſwear, at nothing ſtick, 
At Arthur's or Almack's, 


The EY Ds” 'P this day had given, 1 
'T was yeſterday to two ; 


To-morrow *twill be hung on ſeven, 


And then, the Lord knows how. 


Away with Jalique law and rule; 
Why, give it to our war-ſons ? 

Inſtead of dangling on a fool— 
Pray hang it on Miſs Parſons. | 


But now, to cut the matter ſhort, 
Grieve not that all are mad, 

When lying is the maſter's fart, 
Servants will be as bad. 
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That government may end in man, 


I think I ſee the ſtateſman ſtare, - 
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I therefore to the world propoſe, | 
No more of Wilkes and Bute, 
Let chem befriends, who've long been f foes, 


In fir Sir Fletcher mute, 


Senate! attend; I have a plan | . 
Drawn up by hands not common; 


And now commence in woman. 


The law and clergy ſpar, 
While ſoldiers bend unto the fair, 
And like the ſofter war. | 


I * no man dare difipprove 
The plan which now I draw; 
CHARLOTTE, ſhe is the queen we dove: 
Of England and her law. 


G 


n the-preſident ſhall be 
Of council, for ſhe's able; . 
Then you'll have cards and burgundy, „8 
Down to the cp 8 table. 3 . 


The treaſury let King n take; 5 PET ET 1 
Let, that is ſcarce enough . 

Two paltry fireworks to make | T 
Ard buy ber pins and ſnuff. es | 


E 1 


Thy daughters Harn and thee, 

What little poſt will charm ye? 
The navy treaſurer one ſhall be, 
The other pay the army. 


d maſter of the horſe 


North 
Aſtride ſhall nobly paſs; 

And, to help out her gen' rous purſe, 
'  Shew too the queen's fine aſs, 


One for the houſhold we muſt find, 
There Ch—d—s let us hitch in; 

She's of a plain and homely mind, 
And fit to fill. a kitchen. 


Th 1 who! s ſo fit to grace 
As lovely Mrs. Pt; 

_ Eſpecially ſince ſhe's out place, 

And loves to pick a bit. 


Sweet lady Sarah, ſhe ſhall rule 
Where ſhe can move and feel; 

She ſhall command each am'rous fool, 
And have the privy ſeal. 


Let's for a lord chief juſtice look— 
W hat for the Common Pleas ? 
There ſhove my lady B—Ilb—ke, 
She can divorce with eaſe. _ 
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Poor lady Ve, Tm much afraid 
Penſion or place can't hold; 
Unleſs *tis at the board of trade, 
And ſhe's for trade too old. 


If Richmond's ranger will but pleaſe 
Great lady E——e's rigg, 

Let her plough up the park for peaſe 
To feed her fav'rite pig. | 


For maids of honour, we muſt chooſe 

Men who are ſtrong and ſtout ; 

When ladies call that won't refuſe, 
Nor flur what they're about. 


Earl P—y then ſhall take the lead, 
That man of muckle might; 

Sprung from old Chevy-chace's breed, 
And form'd for love's delight. | 


Sweet lady P—y ſhall no more 
Complain of loveleſs nights; 
Her gentle ſpouſe ſhall be turn'd o'er 
For am'rous court delights. 


s, A- 

Shall cloſe this ſmirking train 
Well-made for maids of honour work, 
Too delicate for pain. 


-, and Lord C—k, 


low 


Women can prey with as much . 
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Sobriety can 't ſlur em, | 


As Briſtol, York, or Durham. 


Vt, St—h—e, Aer, now 


Supply thoſe holy places; 
Cards to the chaplains: pray allow, 
But diſavow all graces. 


For praying and religion too 
Have got at ſuch a top, 


We're loſt, unleſs your doctrine new, 


To ans puts a ſtop. 


Old Can——y ſhall not have 
A tiſſicky old grunter ; 


with one foot ſinking in the grave, 


While we've a Litty H—er. 


Pem e, ſo well on honour writes, 


Muſt ſermons make in plentj; 
They'll paſs your time tween meals and White , 


His doctrine will relent ye. 


Old lady Huntingdon, no more 8 
Shall be reſorted to 

Who won't quit Satan and threeſcore, 
For heaven in twenty-two. 


F 4 Sweet 
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dv cet biſhop Kitty, when you prays 
Who will refuſe to kneel ? 

You will reduce each ſon of clay, 
Though he were {tiff as ſteel. 


| For London, one both wiſe and grave 


Muſt be, yet ſoft and barren ; 


Sir George, we muſt your goodneſs Crave, 


To ſpare us biſhop Wan. 


To one III give the Admiralty, 
Who'll rule it with a nod, 


She ſhall an Amphitrite be, 


And rule each guid god. 


Earl P—y* s lady there ſhall x reign, 


Per terram et per mare, 


And make our ſ{ca-gulls ſtill remain 


The gallant aves rare. 


As for the reſt, I wou'd'nt place 


Under their ſkill a ſkuller ; 'Y 
Pray do you think old Neptune's face, 
Was ever ſeen * Buller? 


Who can 1 FE. navy board, 


Like Kn—b—es ſweet, fair, aid gay; 


With captains ſhe will then be ſtor'd, 
And prick them of their pay. | 
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The wondrous wiſe Sir Thomas Slade, 
Who cther's genius mocks, 


Shall fly to madam Ben—k's aid, 
To make chain-pumps and blocks. 


Fair H=-n—y, C—I— r, -b, , 
Shall roll in routs and cards ; 2 1 1 
They ſhall the three ſurveyors be 107 

Of all the royal yards. F 


For poet laureat we muſt chuſe 


A wench behind the curtain; 
An am'rous, incoherent mule, 


A Philippina Burton. 35 p 
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For ſecretaries of the ſtate, 

By heavens I'll find a ſcore, 
Wiſer and of a higher date, | | 
Than any mea in ſtore. 18 3 | 


MCs ar, firſt department grace, * © i 
Lennox ſhall then come a'ter : '£ | 
If ye want Greek in ſuch a place, 2 
What think ye of Miſs Carter? 


Now Ireland's lord lieutenant make 
A ſpendthriſt.ſhe muſt be, | 

A giddy, gambling, gallant rake 1 
And lady A- be ſhe, | 


. | For 


1 


For this, good doctor, I'll be bail; 
TH She cannot be revild, 
I! | For if the men at court ſhould fail, 
| She'll get you all with child. 


164 For Mrs. Gibſon, who's ſo wiſe, 

1 Fer parts have no deception; 

For youth and age ſhe will ſuffice, 
And pleaſe with quick conception. 


O! ſhe will give ye ſpecial ſport, 
What nurſes ſhall we need! 

What cradles then will wag at court, 
Too huſh this pretty breed! 


Let ham command a fleet, 

gBoſcawen taught her how; 

And ſince ſhe did the admiral beat, 
The French ſhe muſt, you know. 


To fight like ſome's an eaſy trade, : 
Our arms let Gr lead! 1 3 J 
She'll trim ten, like the Orlean maid, 

Or lord George Sackville's breed. 


One ſhall combais our horſe, won't t flinch, EF * 
Well known to every trooper; EP | 
In charging ſhe'll not loſe an _ 1 
I'Il warrant Lucy Cooper. Tas. | 


I 


And hackney'd in all ways and means, 


If ye approve this little ſketch, 
T'il end all perturbation; _ 
And with the aid of good Jack Ketch, 
Will calm this frantick nation. 
| MozLy MACHIAVEL. 


TO MISS MOLLY MACHIAVEL, 
ON HER PETTICOAT ADMINISTEATION+ 
I. 


HAT! all the poſts of honour gone! 
Who can refrain from laughter, 


To ſee the T—wnſh—nd's leſt alone, 


The mother and the daughter. 
IL 


| Lon 10 well known to public fame, 


For gallantry and wit, 


The dowager puts in her claim, 


And ſwears ſhe'll have a bit. 
III. 


With Williams, Winnington, it ſeems, 


A merry life ſhe led; 


She was to bufmneſ# bred. 
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j | The * be her province then, 
11:8 The bed-chamber without ; 
Aud but the very beft of men 
Will Cer get in or out. 


4 
3 
e 2 e "Ys 
D > : 


= |. * 

[| Armed with a battle-ax in hand, 

141 Love's emblem in a ſtorm; 

MI Who ſhall the penſioners command? 
The gay, the gallant Oo —- 


n 


* 


r Gran nr te rt 


; VI. 

WE Dear Molly then for once be kind, 

* Their proper poſts aſſign em, 
And if a chaſter pair you find, 
With pleaſure they'll reſign them. 


— ny wy ee 
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It is butefully printed in the Minion letter, on royal 85 
paper; half bound; double gilt; and has a fine bread 
Phylafery running round the borders. 0 


With notes, comments,: and illuſtrations, in ma- 


nuſcript, 


By David Stuart Mac Scepti >, Ef a; 


Late Chaplain in ordi inary, and Secretary of Em- 
baſſy, and now Secretary to the Right Hon. 
G C VV | 


A conſiderable ſum has been offered for the War 


_ will of this Bible, being a lucky one. It is admira- 
bly fitted for telling of fortunes, and diſcovering 
ſtolen goods, with the aid of a Key. On the white 
paper at the beginning, are the names and time of 
birth of his ! p's numerous and hopeful pro- 
geny, with their places, penſions, reverſions, and 

grants. And on the white Paper at the latter end, 
is a practical diſſertation, in his own hand- writing, 
on the text — In godlineſs there is great gain. 


For further particulars enquire at the Chamberlain's 


Office, the borough of Orford ; the Caſtle of 
Dublin; Kenſington Palace; the ſecretary of 
ſtate's office; the office of ordnance ; the ſecre- 
tary of ſtate's office in Ireland, &c. Kc. Ke. & c. 
Ke. K. &c. &c. c. 


L 82. J 
= | F £ 1 


| 1 In the Prefs, and ſpeedily will be publiſhed, 
14 i ns | 3 

| Price 25. 82 bound in red Leather. 

— 3 i 


10 The Conw.,ay Court Regiſter. 


WY Tn this. Regiſter i is containadt a full account of all the 
offices, civil, and military; - penſions, reverſions, 
Mt grants, governments, titles, &c. &c. lately given 
4 to, and now held by that family and its allies, in 
FPngland, Scotland, Ireland, and America. The 
Public may be aſſured that no pains have been 
ſpared to make this book complete; notwithſtand- 
ing that it has been malicioufly aſſerted, in order to 
prejudice the ſale, that the number of offices, &c. 
has been ſo great, and ſome of the grants ſo ſecret, 
that no private perſon could come at the exact 
knowledge of them. If, after this Regiſter is 
printed off, any new employments ſhould be be- 
ſtowed on that family, they will be printed on a 
ſeparate ſheet, and gre n to the purehaſers of 


this 9 


VN. B. By way of an Appendix; will de; whales cor- 
rect Lift of the offices from which the friends of 
General Conway have been lately removed. 
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AN IMPORTANT. QUESTION 
DECIDED. 


O break his word, or loſe his place, 
. L Is C—y'5 meditation; | 


own it is a weighty caſe, 
the And well worth conſid' ration. 


ons, TV 

wen Wut, Sir, your brother, nephew, wife, 
1 1 Conſult on this occaſion; 

*he 


hey'll give, I vouch it on my life, 
© If Right ſolid conſolation. 


LIBERTY HALL 


LD Homer! but what have we with him to do? 
W hat are Grecians or Trojans to me or to you? 

Such heatheniſh heroes no more I'll invoke, 

| Choice ſpirits aſſiſt me, attend hearts of an - 

Toll ll, &c. 


Sweet peace, beloy'd handmaid of ſcience and art, 
Unanimity, take your Petitioners part; 

Accept of my ſong, tis the beſt I can do— 
* luſt, may it pleaſe ye, my ſervice to you. 


DS Perhaps 


The ſpaniels of power, and bounty 8 difgrace, OOO 
So ſupple, ſo ſervile, ſo paſſive ye fall; 
But paſſive obedience loſt Liberdy. bell. 


T 64 1: 


Perhaps my Addreſs you may premature think; 
Becauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink 
There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of them all 
Is the toaſt of the times; that i bs, ng 0s, 


That fine Britiſh building 5; Alfred was 7 


Its grand corner-ſtone Magna Charta is nam d; N 
2 1 

Ne eney came at Integrity CL; "7 

And form'd the front pillars of Liberty-hall. Fc 

That manor our toren bought with their blood, 

And their ſons, and their ſons ſons, ha ave  prov'd the 

deeds good; 
By that title we'll live, by chat title well fall, Ti 


For life is not life out of n. 


In her mantle of, honour, each. 1 logics fold, 
Playing bright! in the ſunſhine, the burniſh of gold; 


Truth beams on her breaſt; ſee, at Loyalty 5 call, 
The 7 kg of England i in Liberty-ball, 


The ſweet-ſmellins courtlings of ribband and lace, 0 


1 
7 


But when Revolution had ſettled the crown, 
And naturil reaſon knock'd tyranny down, 
No frowns cloath'd with tercor appear'd to: appall, 

T be doors were thrown open of Liberty-hall. 

D | | | 5 
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See England triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea; - 
Her ſtandard is Zu/tice, her watch word be free; 
Our King is our countryman, Engliſhmen all, 
| Gop BLEss HIM and bleſs us in Liberty-hall. 


Ou were is des all—Monſieur wants to know ; | 

Tis neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbleau : 
Tis a palace of no mortal architect's art, 

For LIBERTY-HALL is an ENGLISHMAN'sS HEART. 
lood, 
d the 


TO THE RIGHT HON. LORD VISCOUNT 
 PULTENEY. r 


I, I VIIT TEN IN THE YEAR 1747 
F ar WESTMIxSTER-scHOO . 


mY GEORGE COLMAN. 


O you, my Loo, theſe lines I write, 
Leſt you forget poor Coley quite, 
Wio ſtill is drudgivgs in the college, 
n flow purſuit of further knowledge : : 
| With many a cruel laſh his on, 3 
o make him ſome time heme a parſon; - 
1 \ judge, perhaps, or a phyſician, 
Y Prrolling on Ratcliff's exhibition.) 


See 8 
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5 While you with foreign monarchs dine. 0 
| Or ſup with princes croſs the Rhine; ; 7 
| Idle your hours in lazy ſtate, Te F 
!Jiüſt as fargetful as you're great; | c 
111] Ramble to ev'ry court your rounds, 5 ce 

| Draw when you pleaſe an hundred pounds; ce 
Deſpiſe expence, and dreſs out tawdry, F< 
In cloaths of lace, and gay embraid'ryz _ F < 
Shine at the ball, and briſkly dance, . 


— 14 As tho' you had been bred in France. 

= TIT hear too that your conſtant trade is 

To ogle and enſnare the ladies, 
Whoſe hearts unwary fire like tinder, 
And waſte away by love t'a cinder, 
Whilſt you are glad to ſee your pride 
On all occaſions gratify d, 
And diſregard your friends at London, 
Not caring thoꝰ they're hang d or undone. 
< But hold {you cry) why this abuſe? 
Pray hearken, Sir, to my excuſe; 
Nor hurry with impetuous thought, 
* To blame your friend, ere he's in fault. 

At th' Hague we had not time to reſt us, 
&© Diſturbances did fo moleſt us; 
& For you muſt know, theſe ſcoundre! Dutch 
< Rebel, for being tax d too much. 
Loyal and paſſive we obey on, 

Ks And bear all taxes they can ny on. 


The 


CF 


cc The Britiſh Lies now is couchant, 


« Grumbling, perhaps, but won't make much on't; 


« Taking with patient reſignation, 
« Whate'er's impos'd upon the nation, 
In camp too, I'd but little leiſure, 


« My time was fo fill'd up with pleaſure, 


« With all old ſcheol- fellows ſo dear, 

« And Albemarle, and Ligonier, 

« That I had ſcarce an hour to ſpare. 

« The Duke too ſhew'd me a review, 

« All that, at that time, he could do; 

« For you muſt know, at preſent writing, 
« Our armies have all done with fighting. 
« From hence to Hanover we went, 
« Liv'd ina round of merriment. 

« had no time to fcribble letters, 

« To you, dear Coley, or your betters. 


My lord, you're right, and we from hence 


Will quite o'erlook your negligence, 
But, ſans offence, may I enquire, 
In what the preſent hours expire ? 
Vhat pleafure or what ſtudy beſt 
our temper ſuits, may I requeſt ? 
hear in law you're a proficient ; 

nd other learning have ſufficient ; 


an ſolve a problem mathematic; 

inc read with eaſe a Greek dramatic; 

ou're {kill'd in hiſtory enough 

© The: f * fy have guantum AF . 
2 


And | 
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And are, by learned men's taition, 
'The quinteſſence of erudition; 
So vers'd in all that can be nam'd, 


Iſſis and Cam are quite aſham'd 


And all their ſcholars are Jowihtiphtt ſick, 
To fee themſelves outdone at Leipfick. 
Tho! I have long with ſtudy mental 
Labour'd at language Oriental, 
Yet on my ſoul the Hebrew root 
Has ſcarcely made one ſingle ſhoot. 
I've now broke up, but have a taſk tho”. 
Harder than yours with Mr. Maſcow; 
For mine's as knotty as the devil, 

Your law and maſter both are civil; 
With milder means to learning lead, 

By diff ' rent roads, with difPrent ſpeed. 
Douglas and you keep gently jogging, 
But I muſt run the race with flogging. 


AS HT D O.. 


» 


1 R'D with the noiſe and ſmoke of town, 
Its crowded ſireets and ſumptuous fare, 
To AsHTED Cot we oft ſteal down: 
Who wiſh for peace may find her there. 


* A villa belonging to T T---, Eſa; Afhted i is a ſmall village 
between Epſom and Leatherhead, in Surry, 


'T here 


2 


n 9 I 1255 8 
9 11 
* 


T here ſtretch the ample proſpects wide, 

Fields, woods, down, hills and ſpires appear; ; 
The tempting walk, the grateful ride, 
Invite thro? all the varied year. 


Or there, or no where can be found, 
Health, ever roſy, ever gay. 

Content there tills his narrow ground, 
And ſings _ toils of life 1 


No e a let there; ; 
| Yet rural plenty there is known; 
'The home rear'd poultry's oft your fare, 
And mutton fed on Banſted Down. 


The W 1 in i little ſpace, 
Ts glad its herbs and fruits to ſend: 

Ne'er is forgot the thankful grace, 
Nor wine to toaſt the abſent friend, 


5 Nor Party's voice, nor Faction's roar, 
Their baleful influence there have ſhed ; 
[nat never op'd the door, 
Nor Spleen once dar'd to ſhew her bead | 


Yet books their moral tore diſplay, 
And ſocial wit and chat go round, 
The Muſe there tunes her ruſtic lay, 
| vill And Liihipt loves th'enchanted ground. 
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Tho' Pride on humble ſcenes looks down, 


And longs in pomp to paſs the hours, 
T here are, who gladly quit the town, 
For tranquil joys in A$HTED bow'rs. 


THE DYING RAKE'S SOLILOQUY, 
BY DR. BARTHOLOMEW. 
N the fever of youth ev'ry pulſe in a flame, 
 Regardlefs of fortune, of health, and of fame, 


Gay pleaſure my aim, and profuſion my pride, 
No vice was untaſted, no wiſh was deny'd. 


Grown hcacitrong and haughty, capricious and vain, 


Not decency aw'd me, nor laws could reſtrain; 
The vigils of Comus and Venus I kept, 

Tho! tir'd, not ſated, in ſun-ſhine I flept : 

All my appetites pall'd, I no pleaſure enjoy'd, 

| Exceſs made 'em taſteleſs, their frequency eloy'd. 
When my health and my fortune to riot gave way, 
And my parts and my vigour felt total decay, 

The doctors were ſent for, who, greedy of fees, 
Engag'd that their {ki}]l ſhould remove the diſeaſe: 
With looks moſt important each ſymptom was weigh'd, 
And the farce of preſcription full gravely was play's. 
Reduc'd by their arts, and quite worn to a lath, 
My carcaſe was ſent to the vultures of Bath. . 
When 


I WA 


When drench'd and well drain'd by the faculty there, 
All the hope that remain'd was to try native air. 
Scarce a doit in my purſe, or a drop in my veins, 
To my old mortgag'd houſe they convey'd my remains; 
No friend to aſſiſt, no relation to grieve, 
And ſcarcely a bed my poor bones to receive; 
With ſolitude curs'd, and tormented with pain, 
Diſtemper'd my body, diſtracted my brain. 
Thus from folly to vice, and from vice to the grave, 
I ſink of my paſſions the victim and ſlave. 
No longer debauch, or companions deceive, 
But, alarm'd at the vengeance I'd fain diſbelieve, 
With horrors foreboding deſponding I lie, 
Tho' tir'd of living, yet dreading to die. 


un, 


- WRITTEN AT TUNBRIDGE WELLS, ON 
MISS TEMPLE, 


AFTERWARDS LADY OF THE LATE SIR THOMAS 
| LYTTELTON. 


BY MR. CONGREVE. 
NOT IN THE WORKS OF T HAT POET. 
d. | EAVE, leave the drawing-room, | 
Where flow'rs of beauty us'd to bloom; 
The nymph that's fated to o'ercome, 


Now triuwphs: at the Wells, 1 
; G 4 | Her 


15 T 1 
Her ſhape, and alr, and eyes; 


The beau, in ſpite of box and dice, 
Acknowledge, all excels, 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, to aſk her name, 

The crowned muſe's nobleſt theme, 
Whoſe glory by immortal fame, 
Shall only ſounded be. 

But if you long to know, 

Then look round yonder dazzling row, 

Who moſt does like an angel how, 

Lou m7 be ſure tis ſhe. 


See near thoſe ſacred ſprings, 

Which cure to fell diſeaſes brings, 

(As ancient fame of Ida ſings) ; 
Three goddeſſes appear! 

Wealth, Glory, two poſſeſt; 

The third with charming beauty bleſt, 

So fair, that heav'n and earth confeſt 
She conquer'd ev'ry where, 


Like her, this charmer now 
Makes ev'ry love- ſick gazer bow; 
| Nay, &en old age her pow'r allow, | 
And baniſh'd flames recal. 
Wealth can no trophy rear, 
Nor glory now the garland wear ; 
To beauty ev'ry Paris here 
Devotes the golden ball, 


Her face, the gay, the grave, the wiſe, 


The 


1 3. 1 


The fallowt ng is an Allegory on the Game of Quad cille. 
It was written by Mr. Congreve. See i Lei- 
n Vol. II. Page 198. 5 


SUBSTANCE OF AN INFORMATION 


TAKEN BEFORE ONE OF HIS MAJESTY'S JUSTICES 
OF THE PEACE. | | 


Tua AT four  ladich of quality, whom a a 


nent does not care to name, repair mightily to 
a certain convenient houſe, to meet four gallants, of 
the higheſt rank, whom the deponent wouid not 
name, but fo far deſeribed, that two of them were f 
a ſwarthy, and two of a ruddy complexion, {but he 
believes they were molt abominably painted); the 
gallants are called, by theſe ladies, by the fond names 
of Hercules, Cupid, Pitts, and the Gardener. 
After a plentiful ſervice of the moſt coſtly fiſh, 
they begin to play their tricks like the tumblers in 
Bartholomew Fair, upon a carpet; ſtrip is the word, 
and it has been known, that they have lately ftrip'd_ 
a gentleman who lately came into the houſe. 
At firſt they begin very civilly, as Madam, by 
your leave, or ſo, which the lady is ſo _ as ſel- 
dom to refuſe, 


By 
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By a certain eſtabliſhed rule of precedency, every 
lady has, in her turn, the choice of her gallant, and 
ſome have been known ſo unreaſonable, that after 


they have had three, they have called for a fourth, 
Afterwards it is ſhameful to relate the tricks that 
are played by the lewd pack, ſometimes they are 


thrown on their backs, ſometimes on their bellies, 
and thus they make beaſts of one another; now 
hickledy pickledy, and by and by you wy ſee them 


a- top of one another. 
Their diſcourſe is of a piece with their practice 


The deponent has overheard them talk of their A—, 


with as much eaſe as they do of their hands.— I have 
a black one, ſays one, and names the thing directly. 


ine is better than yours, ſays another, and 


names it. Muſt I be laughed at only becauſe I have 
aired one, ſays the third. 
It is a conſtant rule, that if a lady i is called upon 


ſhe muſt ſhew all. 
W hat is monſtrous ; it has been 3 that after 


a lady has had fix—ſhe has aſked a gentleman if he 
could no more——and it has been known, that when 
the ladies have been tired with their gallants, they 


have called for freſh—ones.—In ſhort, thoſe ladies 
have ſpent not only their pin-money, but their huſ- 


band's eſtates, upon Hercules, Cupid, Pitts, and the 


Gardener, and when they want ready money, they 


commonly pawn their moſt valuable jewels. 


AN 


ONE C 


| place here, | ©] : 


H 


AN EPISTLE TO LORD COBHAM, 
BY MR. POPE ÞT. | 


983 critic of my proſe or rhyme, 

Tell how thy pleaſing Stowe employs thy time: 
Say, Cobham, what amuſes thy retreat; 

Or ſchemes of war, or ſtratagems of ſtate ; 

Doſt thou recal to mind, with joy or grief, 

Great Marlbro's actions, that immortal chief? 
Whoſe higheſt trophy rais'd in each campaign, 
More than ſuffic'd to fignalize a reign. 
Does thy remembrance, riſing warm thy heart 
With glory paſt, where thou thyſelf had'ſt part? 
Or doſt thou grieve, indignant now to ſee 
The fruitleſs end of all thy victory? 

To ſee th'audacious foe fo late ſubdu'd, 

Diſpute thoſe terms for which ſo long they've ſu'd ; 
As if Britannia now were ſunk ſo low, 

To beg that peace ſhe wonted to beſtow ? 

Be far that guilt, be never known that ſhame, 
That England ſhould retract ber rightful, claim ; ; 


- + This epiſtle, ſaid to be written by Mr. Pope, was publiſhed in 
one of the daily papers in Auguſt 1769, and there faid never to have 
been publiſhed before, As is is not in his — we have gi ven it 2 


_ 
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Or 7M to be dreaded and ler d, 

Stain with her pen the luſtre of her ſword. 

Or doſt thou give the winds afar to blow 

Each vexing thought, and heart-devouring woe, 
And fix thy mind alone, on rural ſcenes, 

To turn the level'd lawns to liquid plains; 

To raiſe the creeping rills from humble beds/, 

And force the latent ſprings to lift their hands; 1 4 

On wat'ry columns, capitals to rear, 

T hat mix their lowing curls with upper air! ? 5 

Or doſt thou, weary grown, theſe works neglects 

No temples, ſtatues, obeliſks, erect, _ 


But with the morning breeze from fragrant 3 


Or ſhun the noon-tide ray in wholſome ſhades, 
Or ſlowly walk along the mazy wood, 
To meditate on all that's wiſe and good 
For nature bountiful i in thee has join'd, 
A perſon pleaſing, with a worthy mind; 
Not given thee form alone, but means od art, 
To draw the eye, or to allure the heart. 
Poor were the praiſe in fortune to excel, 
Yet want of means to uſe that Fortune well; 
While thus adorn'd, while thus with virtue crown'd, 
At home in peace, abroad in arms renown 'd; 
Graceful in form, and winning in addreſs, 
While well you think what aptly you expreſs ; 5 
With health, with honour, with a fair eſtate, 
A table ſree, and elegantly neat; 

What 


6 


n'd, 


hat 


Thy flowing hopes, and peafure turns to pain, 


(Where is that mind that paſſions ne'er moleſt?) 


How grateful will appear her dawning rays ! 


Who thus can think, and who ſuch thoughts purſues, 
Content may keepthis life, or calmly loſe: 


When leiſure from affairs will give thee leave. 
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What can be added more to mortal bliſs? * 
What can he want who ſtands poſſeſt of this ? # 
What can the fondeſt wiſhing mother more, | 
Of heaven attentive, for her ſon implore? 
And yet a happineſs remains unknown, its Py 

Or to philoſophy reveal'd alone, | 5 5 

A precept which, unpractis'd, renders vain 


Should hope, or ſear, thy heart alternate tear, 
Or love, or hate, or rage, or anxious care, 
Whatever paſſions may thy mind infeſt, - 


Amidſt the pangs of ſuch inteſtine ſtrife, 

Still think the preſent day the laſt of life, 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wiſe, 296248 77; 
To-morrow's ſun to thee may never riſez © / 
Or ſhould to-morrow chance to chear the ſight, 
With her enliv'ning and unlook'd- for light, 


As favours unexpected doubly pleaſe. 


All proof of this thou may'ſt thyſelf receive, 


Come, ſee thy friend retir'd without regret, 

Forgetting care, or trying to forget; 

In eaſy contemplation ſoothing time 

With morals much, and now and then with rhyme; 
"= 2 Not 
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FT pat heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 


Which pity and efteem can move, 


| The captivated breaſt ? 
Alas! by ſome degree of woe, 


HEE) 


Not ſo robuſt in Joie as in mind, 

And always undejected, tho? declin' d; 
Not wond' ring at the world's new wicked ways, 
Compar'd with thoſe of our forefathers days; 
For virtue now is neither more or leſs, 

And vice is only varied in the dreſs. 

Believe it, men have ever been the ſame, 

And all the golden age is but a dream. 


BY THE SAME 


AYS Phœbe, why is gentle-love, 
A ftranger to that mind, 


Which can be juſt and kind? 
Is it becauſe you fear to prove 


* he ills that love moleft ; 
The jealous cares, the ſighs that move 


We ev'ry bliſs muſt gain; 


That never felt a pain. 25 


rug publiſhed in one of the daily papers in Auguſt 156g. 


EPILOGUE, 
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EPILOGU E. 


POKEN BY MRS. WOFFINGTON, AT THE O Ex- 


K 


ING-OF THE THEATRE IN DRURY-LAx RE, 
BY DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON _ | 
WEET doings truly ! we are finely fobb'd ! | | | 


J And at one ſtroke of all our pleaſures robb'd ! | 
7 beaux behind the ſcenes /—'tis innovation! go 
nder the fpecious name of reformation ! | 
lie Complaint, ſorſooth, is made a puff, | 
enſe, order, decency, and ſuch like ſtuff. 4 
ut arguments like theſe are mere pretence, 5 
The Beaux, tis known, ne'er give the leaſt offence, . 
ire men of chaſteſt conduct, and amazing ſenſe! | 


ach actreſs now a lock'd up nun muſt be.. 

\nd prieſtly managers muſt keep the key. | 
know their ſelfiſh reaſons ; tho' they tell us, 

Vhile ſmarts, and wits, and other pretty fellows, 3 Þ3 
urmur their paſſions to our flutt'ring hearts, ! | 
he ſtage ſtands ſtill, and we neglect our parts. , ni 

But how miſtaken in this filly notion ! | 


e hear em talk without the leaſt emotion. 
uſt, as our tea, we lip each tender ftrain, 
Too weak to warm the heart, or reach the brain. 


* See the prologue in Dodſley's collection, Vol. I. If | 
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If harmleſs, why are we debarr'd our rights? 
Damſels diſtreſs'd have ever found their knights. 
Shall we, the Dulcineas of the ſtage, | 
In vain aſk ſuccour in this fighting age? 


Will you choice ſpirits, who direct the town, 


Suffer ſuch impoſitions to go down ? 
Can it be thought this law will ever paſs, 
While doors are only wood, and windows glaſs? 
Beſides, our play-houſe guards are paſſive men: 
Strike without fear; they muſt not ftrike again, 
Ev'n Fribble here, to draw his ſword may venture, 
| May curſe the Creters, beat his man, and enter— 
The jealous Moor not roars in louder ſtrains, 
Than all our nymphs for loſs of abſent ſwains 
„We had been happy, tho' the houſe had fail'd, 
% Maſters and all, had not this icheme prevail'd. 
« For ever now farewell the plumed beaux, 


„ Who make ambition—to conſiſt i in cloaths. 


« Farewel-coquettry, and all green- room joys, 

« Ear-thrilling whiſpers, Deard's deluding toys, 

ec Soul-melting * latt ry, which ev'n prudes can 
move, 


4 


<6 Sighs—tears—and all the enen of Oe 


Farewell! 

* But oh! ye dreadful TOY . rude throats 

„% Can make both play'rs and maſters change their 
notes, 

4 Tis in your pow'r—you any lengths will run, 

Help us; ; or elſe our Occupation's gone. 


UPON 
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8. 
UPON MR. MASON'S TAKING 
0 RD ERS. 
BY MR. CARR 1e k. 
8! \O Holderneſſe, the muſes three, 
5 Of Painting, Muſic, Poetry, 
5 To him, their long-lov'd patron, friend, 
1 In grievous pet this letter ſend—— 
2 Give ear, my lord, while we complain, 
; Our ſex to you ne'er ſigh'd in vain. 

3 "Tis ſaid-A youth by you befriended, 
ay Whom to your ſmiles we recommended; 
d. Seduc'd by you, abjures our charms, 

And flies for ever from our arms ! 

Could D'Arcy, whom we lov'd, careſs d, 
E > In whole protection we were bleſs'd, 
Ys, Could he, to whom our Sire imparts 
en That ſecret rare to taſte our arts 

Could he, ungrateful, and unkind ! 
Sia From us eſtrange our Maſon's mind: 
Could he, who ſerves and loves the nation, 
hroats So little weigh its reputation, . 
: their As in this ſcarcity of merit, 

To damp with grace poetic ſpirit ? 
Ry But be aſſur d vour ſcheme is vain— _ 
He muſt, he ſhall be ours again: 
[PON C Nor 
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Nor crape nor lawn ſhall quench his fires, 

We'll fill his breaſt with new deſires. 
In vain you plead his ordination, 

His caſſock, gown, and grave vocation, 

W hate'er he now has ſworn, he ſwore, 

With ſtronger zeal to us before: 

He paſs'd our forms of conſecration, 

His lips receiv'd our inſpiration ; 

To him were all our rites reveal'd, 

From him no myſt'ry was conceal'd—— 

Each kindred pow'r obey'd our call, 

And grac'd the ſolemn feſtival ! 

The Loves forſook their Cyprian bow'rs, 


And round his temples wreath'd their flow'rs; He or 
The Graces danc'd their myſtic maze, Yo 
Our Father ſtruck him with his rays ; ; Frou! 
And all our Si/ters one by one, : An 


2 Gave him full draughts of Helicon ! 
Thus bound our ſervant at the ſhrine, 
Ordain'd he was, and made divine, 
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ON THE ACADEMY. 


FOR TEACHING GROWN PEOPLE 70 DANCE. 
BY THE ties. 


Arſeilles no more ſhall boaſt his art, 
Which form'd the youth of France; 
For you inſtruct, great Duke and Hart, 
Grown Gentlemen, to dance. 


He only bends the pliant twig 
You ſtrike a bolder ſtroke ; 


ou ſoften rocks, make mountains jig; 
And bend the knotted oak. 


ON JOHNSON'S DICTIONARY. 


BY THE SAME, | : 


ALK of war with a Briton, bel _ ad- 


vance, 
hat one Engliſh ſoldier will hai ten of Fr rance; 


ould we alter the boaſt from the ſword to the pen, 
ar odds are till greater, ſtill greater our men: 
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In the deep mines of ſcience tho. F renchmen may toil, At 
Can their ſtrength be * to Locke, Newton, 


and Boyle? At 
Let them rally their heroes, ſend forth all _ An 
pow'rs, | 
Their verſe-men, and proſe- men; then match them 
with ours! To 
Firſt Shakeſpeare and Milton, like gods in the fight, M _ 
Have put their whole drama and epic to flight; Wi 
In ſatires, epiſtles, and odes would they cope, Eac 
Their numbers retreat before Dryden and Pope; 
And Johnſon well arm'd, like a hero of yore, Say 


Has w_ 285 + French, and will beat forty more, 


+ 2 The number of the French academy employed in ſettling thei Wi Cup 


TE Za > ALS 
* ESR SAME. = IT 


ITTY, a fair, but frozen maid, 
>» Kindled a flame I ſtill deplore; 
The hood-wink'd boy I call'd in aid, 
Much of his near approach afraid, 

So fatal to my ſuit before, 


ore. 


g then 


1 05 J 
At length, propitious to my pray'r, 
The little urchin came; 
At once he ſought the midway air, ; 
And ſoon he clear'd, with dextrous care, 
The bitter relicks of my flame, 


To Kitty, Fanny now ſucceeds, 
She kindles flow, but laſting fires : 

With care my appetite ſhe feeds; 

Each day ſome willing victim bleeds, 
To ſatisfy wy ſtrange deſires. ir 


Say, by what title f, or what name, 
Muſt I this youth addreſs? 


Cupid and he are not the ſame, 


Tho' both can raiſe, or quench a flame— 
T'll kiſs you, if you gueſs. . 


7 The chimney-ſweeper. 


SIR WILLIAM YOUNG TO HIS LADY, 
ON HAVING AN EYE BEAT our. 


OW vain are all the joys of man, 
By nature born to certain ſorrow, 
Since none, not e'en the wiſeſt, can 


Inſure the pleaſures of to-morrow | q 
H : Theſe 


f 


Theſe eyes, ſo late my envy'd boaſt, 
By Celia priz'd above all other, 
See one, alas! for ever loſt, 
| Its fellow Weeping. for its brother, 
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Yet ſtill I'm bleſt while one remains, 
For viewing lovely Celia's beauty, 
Her looks ſtill eaſe acuteſt pains, 


With tendereſt love and cheerful duty. 


Had I for her in battle ſtrove, 

The fatal blow I'd borne with pleaſure, 
And ſtill, to prove my conſtant love, 

With joy I'd loſe my ſingle treaſure, 


E en then the beauties of her mind 
Would amply hleſs her faithful lover, 
He muſt be deaf as well as blind, 


W ho can't my Celia's charms diſcover, 


E'en then I'd find one ſolid bliſs, 
Which heav'n alone to me diſpenſes ; 
Tho' deaf and blind, her balmy kiſs. 


Would raviſh the remaining ſenſes, 


A BALLAD: 


Je 
1 
D 


1 


AD. 


413 AD. 


OCCASIONED BY THE ENLARGING OF THE HOUSE 


OF OFFICE AT THE D OF D SEAT 
IN SUSSEX, FOR THE ACCOMMODATION 
OF THREE LADIES AT ONCE, VIZ. 


THE D—5$SS OF R-—D, L—Y A——LE, AND 
MISS P——ST. 


BY THE SAME. 


_ 1. 
HE Graces were play- fellows never aſunder, 
As Horace and all the old poets agree; 
This being once granted, why then 'tis no wonder, 
That, whene'er you ſee one, you always {ce three, 
In bed, and at table, | 
Still inſeparable, 


No mortal, or god, e'er to part them was able : 


Nay, een to do that which goddeſſes do, 


If one had occaſion, {till went t'other two. 


II. 


So, in Sulſex: three nymphs, or three graces, chooſe 


either, 


O were I but Horace their praiſes to tell ! J 
H 4 „ 


3 


a 


From morning to evening were always together, 
And did, as they fay, that ſame DW” in a quill: : 
In the park, or the grove, 
Below, or above, 
Not an inch e'er a one from the other would move, 
One only thing grieved and vexed their ſouls, 


Where there ſhould have been three, there was but 


two holes. 


III. 


With 4 5 full low to the prince 160 the place, 
In terms the moſt moving they jointly petition, 
By all that is ſacred beſeeching his grace, 
To have ſome regard on their helpleſs condition. 
The paper he read, 
And nodding his head, 
Send ſor Smart to come over this moment, he 10 
For ſure, in the world there is no reaſon why, 


When two friends are ſitting, the third ſhould ſtand 


by. 


IV. 
The chalk- pit w was Jug: and mortar was made, 


And bricks without number from n there 


came, 
When our architect too, ** well knew his trade, 
Made by one ſingle fabric immortal his name: 
Then prithee give o'er, 
Think of builders no more, . 


2 | Throw 


Ce 


ut 


d 


re 


Throw thy plummet, and trowel, and hod out of 


So had done, without ants both 4005 and Van, 
Had they had the honour to furniſh the plan. | 


f 209 J 


door; 


8 v. 
Now, all you who theſe three of your zeal would 
convince, | 
And deſire that in pain they may never be long, 
Congratulate them, and give thanks to the prince, 
By clearing your voices, and aiding my ſong: 
For now when they're ſat, 
They may ſing, laugh, and chat, 
Vet all under one, without hindrance, do that; 


And at the ſame time their friendſhip improve 
By what we all count the beginning of love. 


„ P P H 0; 
A YOUNG LADY OF THIRTEEN a OF AGE, 
ww...” 


BY WM. MELMOTH, ESQ. 


HILE yet no am'rous youths around thee bow, 
Nor flatt'ring verſe conveys the faithleſs vow ; 
To graver notes will Sappho's ſoul attend, 


And ere ſhe hears the lover hears the friend. 
Tk Let 


* 


Let maids, leſs bleſs'd, employ their meaner arts 
To reign proud tyrants o'er unnumber'd hearts; 
| May Sappho learn (for nobler triumphs born) 
A Theſe little conqueſts of her ſex to ſcorn. 
j To form thy boſom to each gen'rous deed ; 
To plant thy mind with ev'ry uſeful ſeed ; 
Be theſe thy arts : nor ſpare the orarefuPtoil, 
Where nature's hand had bleſs'd the happy ſoil. 
So ſhall thou know, with pleaſing ſkill, to blend 
The lovely miftreſs, and inſtructive friend : 
So ſhall thou know, when unrelenting time 
Shall ſpoil theſe charms, yet op'ning to their prime, 
Too eaſe the loſs of beauty's tranſient flow'r, 
Whye reaſon keeps what rapture gave before. 
And oh!] while wit, fair dawning, 5 her ray, 
Serenely riſing to a glorious day, 
: To hail the growing luſtre, oft be mine, 
* Thou early fav rite of the ſacred Nine! 
And ſhall the muſe, with blameleſs boaſt pretend, 
In early bloom, that Sappho call'd me friend : 
That urg'd by me, ſhe ſhun'd the dang'rous way, 
Where hcedleſs maids, in endleſs error ſtray ; 
That ſcorning ſoon her ſex's idler art, 
Fair praiſe inſpir'd, and virtue warm'd her heart; 
That, fond to reach the diſtant paths of fame, 
taught her infant genius where to aim? 
Thus, when the ſeather'd choir firſt tempt the ſky, 
And, all untkill'd, their feeble pinions try, 
7 he xpcrienc'd fire preſcribes th*advent'rous height, 
Guides the young wing, andpleas'd, attends the flight. 
| . EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE TO LORD MELCOMBE, 


BY RICHARD BENTLEY, ESQ. 


1 often thought, my lord, the thing now true, 


Said by lord Bute, but what I've learn'd from you; 3 


„We ſhall loſe poetry; in this alone 


Too ſhort,—he might have added, Wit is gone.“ 
How came this prime delight of man thus leſſen'd 
From its full orb down to a thumb- nail creſcent? 


With me the caſe admits not of a doubt ! 


The fact is, poeſy itſelf's worn out. 

To you, my lord, this notion I ſubmit, 

Who knew and help'd to make this age of wit, 
Mix'd with thoſe demi- gods in verſe and proſe, 
Congreves, and Addiſons, and Garths, and Rowes, 


Heroes of giant-limb, and high renown, 


W hole deeds we wonder at, and hide our own 
Whom but to copy in their idle fits, 

Would break the backs of puny modern wits. . 
To ſet this matter in the cleareſt light, 

And be thyſelf th* example while I write, 
Let us, my lord, if ſo it may avail, 


And you have patience for a long detail, 
Give the Earl's ſentence a poetic turn ; 1 22 


Let it run thus; “See all Parnaſius mourn, 
„Mute ev'ry muſe, ſee ;corge's praiſe unſung, 


40 Their lawrels ſcatter'd, and their lyres 1 
66 - _ 


Ta 3 

cc Apollo veils with miſts his beamy head, 

„ Nay, Aganippe murmurs ſomething ſad.” 
Say, will this ſtile, my lord, go down or no, 
Glib as it did two thouſand years ago ? 

I fancy ſcarce, and favour'd, if it paſs 

From a raw ſchool-boy in the ſecond claſs ; 

The reaſon then why no diſguſt it drew, 

Was, that it might be truth, for aught they knew. 
Thoſe early ages no miſtruſt had ſhewn, 

Ready their faith, their manners roughly hewn, 
And, while both reaſon and ſuſpicion doz'd, 

Prieſt, poet, prophet, patriot, impos d. 


With all that either broach'd, the world content, 


Believ'd ſtill farther than they could . 
All irrealities came forth reveal'd 
By pow'rful fancy into fact congeaPd, 
Then poetry had elbow-r2om enough, 
And not reſtrain'd, as now, for want of ſtuff; 
The great abyſs of fable open ſtood, | 
And nothing ſolid roſe above the flood. 

A new religion ſpreading ev'ry where, 

The ſtock of poetry fell under par 
For oracles grew dumb, as men grew wile, 
None ſaw for thoſe, who ſaw with their own eyes, 
To waſte her leaves no more the ſybil chooſes, 
They and her tripod ſerve for other uſes. 
No more the Jeſuit prompts her what to tell; 
For to ſay Middleton and Fontenelle, 


But 


A MOT, : a Aa 


We burn no witch, let her be e er ſo dry; 


„ 

But the new doctrine being found too pure, 
Some able doors undertook its cure; 
It ſerv'd no purpoſes but ſaving Rane La 
They added that by which themſelves were winners, 
Ghoſts, devil, witches, conjurers, in flocks 
Came, like a new ſubſcriptioft, to the ſtocks ; 
And poetry, enlarg'd with a new range. 
Began to ſhew her head again in change. 

The world grown old, its youthful follies paſt, 
Reaſon aſſumes her reign, tho' late, atlaſt, 
By flow degrees, and labouring up the hill, 
Step after ſtep, yet ſeeming to ſtand ſtill, 
She wins her way, where-ever ſhe advances ; 
Satyr no more, nor Fawn nor Dryad'dances, 
The groves, tho” trembling to a natural breeze, 
Diſmiſs their horrors, and ſhew nought but trees. 
Before her, Nonſenſe, Superſtition f; 


A woman now may live, tho' paſt her prime, 
So hallow'd and ſo gracious is the time. 
Bankrupt of deities, with all their train, 
And ſet to work without his tools in vain, 
Not genius-crampt (but what can genius do 
When it's tied down to one and one make two 7 
How can poor poet ſtir? in ſuch a caſe 
Me muſt do ſomething to ſupply their place. 
See, at his beck, all Nouns renouncing ſenſe, 
Start into perſons of ſome conſequence. 
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Proud of new being, tread poetic ground 241 
And aggregate their attributes around; | 
Theſe he may uſe of right, as his own growth, 

In all the reſt confin'd to ſober truth. 3 
To bleſs a nation, ſee Charlotta come, Lad) 
Twas Anſon, and not Neptune, brought her home. 
A ſingle Nereid ftir'd not from below. 

The duce a conch did cer one Triton blow; 
But, in revenge ſhe plough'd her ſubject main, 
With every virtue 'tending in her train. 

Hark, *tis a people's univerſal voice, 

That bleſs, while they approve their Sov reign 8 thoice, 
On ſuch a theme, my lord, one might extend 
Far as one would, nor ſtricteſt truth offend, 

*T were only proper epithets to ſind, 

To every grace of perſon and of mind; 

With decent dreſs, and emblem to improve 


mp 


All that can merit our eſteem and love. 


But then to poetry where's the pretence, 
Locke and Sir Iſaac write not plainer ſenſe. - 


| From the firſt ages down to modern time, is 
Derive the pleaſing ſtream of verſe and rhime, 
{4 | However vaſt from its firſt ſource it roſe, 

l | Th' inverted river dwindles as it lows. 


Thus from the lunar hills ſome other Nile, 


” 


"tt | Swoln with new ſtores from ſnows that melt the white, 
WH Stretches his current on to fiercer ſuns, | 
And glads a thouſand nations as he runs, 


Till 


Figure, Deſcription, Simile quite gone; 


Nor ballad bauls the deafen'd ſtreets along. 
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Till having reach'd, proud of his long career, 
Thoſe ſands which belt the middle of our ſphere, 
Exhal'd, abſorb'd, diverted, dry foot croſs d. 
And finger'd into rivulets, is loſt. | 

FalPn cherub Simile, who erſt divine, 
Cloath'd with tranſcendant brightneſs didſt outſhine; 74 
Plain angel poeſy, how art thou loſt! 
Sunk in oblivion's pit! from what height toſs'd ! 


Thus to plain narrative confin'd-alone, 


The whoſe affair evinc'd which we contend, 
The thing has had its day, and there's an end, 
With Milton, Epic drew its lateſt breath, 
Since Shakeſpeare, tragedy puts us to death, 
The aſſaſſin Satire ſheaths the keen ſtiletto, 
And languiſhes Cepriv'd of the Concetto, 
The age with pious eye no longer views 
The great mortality of groſs abuſe. 

Soft Elegy has dried up all her tears, 
And Gray compoſes once in ſeven years; 
Celia's and Delia's ſhine no more in ſong, 


My lord, a little E further ſtill, 
To © Wit is gone,” by way of codic ii; 
Who but will ſay the thing that hears me tell? 
The man miſtakes—lord Melcombe's very well. 
Suppoſe I ſaid—O could I! war is done, 


Means it there's no ſuch thing, as ſword, or gun? 
| Party 


Put down our piddling, bobbing, and allow 
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[ "08 and faction dead, whoever grants, #10 * 


Means he that every man has what he wants? Long 
Ta 

In all theſe cafes is implied alone, M 
'T hat there's no object to employ them on. ; 
Fol 

A court, my lord, and miniſter to hit, 

| Ty 
And cry corruption, make all public wit ; O 

Tis on this ſenſe my reaſon chiefly ſtands. i 
There may be caſh enough in private hands. | | 8 K 
Now where could malice bite, or envy ſting, | - 
The poliſh'd model of a perfect king ; e = 


Of miniſters what mighty matters tell ? 

They give, we know, but neither buy nor ſell. 
Add we to what we've ſaid this little more, 

T hat all that can be wrote, is wrote before ; 

That pool of knowledge fiſn'd, poach'd, dragg'd, and 

drain'd, 

Till nothing bigger this a grig remain 'd; 

And painful writers think it a good day, 

If they can hook a news-paper eſſay, 

And muſt remain ſo till blank years of grace, 

Suſpending future writing, ſhall take place; 


The ſpawn and oF of fcience time to grow. 
But while we're on this ſubject, *tis worth 23 
How little ſalt has kept this world from ſtinking 
*Tis the ſame wit, at different times alive, 
Sunk at Whitehall, to riſe up at Queenhithe. 
Born in whatever clime, whatever age, 
We trace it firſt from the Athenian ſtage, 


Where 


and 


Taught all ber ſens this fay'rite to adore, 


5 Wome 


f 7 T7 - 


Where | Uperty a little licence claim'd, - - 
There, juſt as ſamewhere elſe, that han t be md, 


Much for itſelf, becauſe abuſive more Wo f 
For every comic writer. braided it, N | 
Two threads of ſcandal to one thread of wit: 1 
O'er all, fee Ariſtaphanes preſide, 


And flaſh his lightnings round on e' ry ſide, th 


Struck the ſham patriot, the ſwoln poet waſted, 


Alas! &en Socrates himſelf he blaſted. 


What was the burſt directly over head, 

So loud its echo, now its fires ſo red, 

Tho' oft thro time's thick cloud the trembling gleam 

We only catch, but miſs the vivid beams ; 

While half- ſeen thoughts, like metegrs, twinkle 
light, „ 


And draw their lucid trails — tha => 4g 


Hither, to their fountain, other ſtars 


Repairing, ſwell their own peculiars, 


By tincture or refleion;, Lucian bang, 
His golden urn repleniſh'd; and long doe 


Rabelais from both his urinal drew full, 
From him, and them, Swift crowded his dog. doe. 


Howe'er it came, with the ſtrange paſſion i 
To raiſe his choiceſt fruit on rankeſt dung, 
Fully convinc'd his jeflamine and roſe - 
Smelt ſweeteſt, planted by his little houſe ; 

Yet ſtil>ſome cleaner parts diſtinguiſh'd lay, 


Like cherry- ſtones upon a child's C C—. 


-. 
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The naſty lines, my lord, demand excule, 
Happ'ly the times are free from that abuſe; R8_—- 
Our decent manners all obſceneſs lout, 
And wit is at one entrance quite ſhut out. 

From hence, my lord, wit took a tour about, 
Reſiding in few countries on his rout, | 
Appear'd in places, but ner took his ſeat in 
One 1 of earth, except Greece, men and Bri- 
| tan. 

The reſt a ſingle crophy only bear, 

And juſt enough to ſhow he had been there, 

As nature's ideot never fails to hit, 

Once in his life, on ſome ſheer ſtrokes of wit; 
Then ſtoops ten thouſand fathoms down behind, 
Plump in his own vacuity of mind, 

A like excurſion never to repeat 

To the warm regions of zthereal heat. 

Yet when we look at home, my lord, at beſt 
We find but little that will ſtand the teſt; 
But then the boaſted days of Charles the ſegond, 
Unleſs debauchery for wit is reckon'd, 

Moſt that they had appears, by looking back, 

A fungus growing on their butt of ſack. | 
E'en my good couſin Rocheſter's but barren, 
From wholſome meat if you deduct the carrion. 

In the next reigns how could it flouriſh much? 
Bigotry, revolution, and the Dutch, 
Damp'd, like wet blankets, its aſpiring dame, 


And, if not quite extjnguiſh'd, kept it tame, 
Sf. , < . Till 


PR. 


Jon 


Till 


Tat orient Anna lighted all its fires, 


tw 1 


And the glad ſtars reſponſive tun'd their choirsz 
Pity ſhe e er left any in the lurch, 


To follow thoſe who lighted her to church, a 
Then Hallifax, my lord, as you do yet, 
Stood forth the friend of poetry and wit; F 
Sought ſilent merit in its ſecret cell, 
And heav'n, nay, even man, repaid him well. 
Man, in the praiſe of every grateful quill, 
And heayn in him, who bears his title ſtill, 
Who on a kingdom to his virtues won, 
Reflects the glories of our Britiſh ſun. 


5 wan "= y p 8 1 4 
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TO MR. POYNT Z, 
WITH DR, SECKER'S SERMON oN EDUCATION, 
PREACHED > pErokE THE UNIVERSITY or OXFORD, 
f JULY 8, 1733. 


By LORD HERVEY. 


HILE Secker's les in this diſcourls I view, 
How quick each maxim turns my thoughts | 
on you! 
Who in each art of education kilva, ” 
devere in precept, yet in manner mild, 
Canſt form the man, and yet not ſhock the child 
| 11 Lou 


f 


3 _ 


5 5 How well on . condut Seeter wicte. * 


20 1 e 


You by perſuaſion to inſtruction join d- 
K now without forte to cultivate the — f bak 


And to rough taſks ebmmunicating eaſe, | 

Ei en to the taught can make tlie teacher pleaſes 5 
Whilſt to a court adapting ev ry rule. 
Without enervating the ſtricteſt ſchool, 
At once you ſtrengthen and adorn the heart, 
With Spartan virtue, and Athenian art: 
Nor vain thy toilb, nor fruitleſs are thy _ | 
For ſee ! thy royal charge in rip'ning wy” 
The ſecond hope of our Auguſtan age, 

Like lov'd Marcellus, ev'ry heart engage: 
But to his years heav'n grant a longer date, 

Nor with Marcellus” virtue give his fate 
Long may he live the glory of our iſle, _ 
And each Minerva oh Ro, Ude fmite :* 
Let this in ſenate her aſſiſtance yield. 
Let that direct and guard him in the field; — 0? 
In peace and war ſtill uſeful to the Rate, .. + © 
In council prudent, and in action great: 
Then ev'ry rule thröüghout this theory ſhewn, 
Shall by thy practice in this youth be known; 
And the world find, by one example taught, 
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EXTEMP ORE EPIG RA 1 


** CHISWICK. 
By 10D HERVEY. 


JOſſeſs'd of one e great hall for ſtate, 5 
Without one room to ſleep or eat; 
How well you build, let flatt' ry tell, 


And all e how ill you dell. 


VERSES 


BY THE SAME, 


ARE architect 10 whos exotic ſchoid 


ON THE EARL or BURLINGTON AND nts HOUSE: 


ON SECOND THOUGHTS ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


Our Engliſh connoiſſeurs may learn by rule, 


To ſpoil their houſes, and to play the fool, 
To all mankind, (could we on paper live) 


What charming dwellings might thy genius oe. ! 


And tho? when executed, fill we find 

Thy plans have nothing to its uſe aGen'd; A 
Tho? to pace, light, convenience you declare 
Irreconcileable, perpetual war; * 


3 13 


— 


With 


With halls, where groping moles ſhould only feed, 


(22 1 


And libraries, where lynx's eyes can't read ; 
With doors, to common purpoſes ſuch Colm,” | 


Some never open, others never cloſe ; 


Windows, inverting what they were of old, 
Not form'd to let in light, or keep out cold; 


Chimneys in cupboards, full of means poſleſs'd 
To fire the houſe, tho' not to warm the gueſt ; 
Stairs, which no mortal can go up and down, 


And leaden ſkulls each emblem dome to crown; 


| BY THE RIGHT HON. CHARLES EARL OF MID» 
 DLESEX, AFTERWARDS DUKE OF DORSET, 


Tho? ſuch in every ſhape, in every part, 
We find thy unaccommodating art, | 


Yet who ſhall ſay, thy works are not divine? 


When all muſt own, there is no houſe of thine, 
In which (among the many have been try'd) 
The devil wou'd, or mortal can reſide. 


s Erno. AND COLLIN, 


A DIALOGUE. 


STREPHON. 


Av E you not ſeen the morning ſun 
Peep over yonder hill? 


Then you have ſeen my Chloe's charms, 


ne den but painted ill. 


"IP [ - COLLIN, 


n 
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"* = N COLLIN: 
Have you not ſeen a butterfly, ©, 7 
With colours bright and gay? | 


Then you have ſeen a thing leſs fine 
Than Molly cloath'd in grey. 


*. 
* 


STREPHON. 


. he 20 you'll ſay, of all the field, 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt hue; 8 
But, to compare with Chloe's cheeks, 
It wants the lilly too. 
As L ſat by her on the plain, 
And talk'd the hours away, 
She breath'd ſo ſweet, -I thought myſelf 
In fields of new-mow'd "oy 


COLLIN, » 


| Not the ſweet breath that's breath'd from e cows, 
With Molly's can compare; 
And when ſhe ſings, the liſt'ning folks 

D- Stand ſilent round to hear. N 
She ſaid, as we were walking once 

Along the ſhady grove, 
There's none but Collin, Molly en | 

And will for ever love.  _ — 
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EE WE 
STREPHON. 


Believe not, friend, a woman's word, 
Or you are much to blame; 


For tother night, behind the elms, 
She ſwore to me the ſame, | 


COLLIN 


vet I'll believe your Chlor's word, 


— on my breaſt ſhe laid, 


56 This Strephon is fo dull a clown, 


i think me till a maid.” 


a 0 0 E 
0 THE MOST UNPOPULAR MAN LIVING. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1753. 


IR, while your heart with tranſport — 
To find your moſt im recht noſe 
Loft in your Ps ear; 


2 Pereeive you not, with ſtrange ſurprize, 


Fortune imiles on ſome folks lies, 


1 Tho ' Truth ef pee. ? 


While your wiſe counſels, and your cares 


Affect 2 nation's vaſt affairs, 
A kingdom, and a TY 


4 
* 
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Is al your bon calm and feretio, 


As when you walk'd on * Winton's Gr 7 : 


And dreamt of no ſuch thing ? 


Envy, you'll ſay, your worth attends 

Maliciouſly, like treach'rous RE 
Per fidious to their truft ; X 

Nor may ev'n Fortunes faw'rites find, 

That they alone, of all mankind, 
Eſcape by being juſt. 


But ſay, ſince in a luckleſs hour 

| You roll in wealth, and roſe to pow'r, 

_ How reliſh you the ſcene ? 

ls then ambition quite as bleſt 

As ſhe in Fancy's garb is dreft ? 
How feel you, Sir, within? 


2 


Can you reflect, without remorſe ? 
I fear you can—ſo much the worſe— — 
But, Sir, How are your dreams? 
Free are they all from guilt, and fear? 
See you not injur'd Norwich there, 
Or Harcourt croſs the Thames ? 


Or ſeem you lightly ſtill to riſe 
In viſionary dignities, _ 
With nothing to retard ? 


* The family ſeats 


With 
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With ev'n Britannia's council's ſet, - ' 


A 
To weigh, your merit to the fate, U 
And give the due reward / / 


OH > 


Or wakeful to your country's call, 
Say rather, can't you ſſcep at all? : 
et fleep a int? Vet know 
For fuch deſert, a proper ſtate 
Is faxt by the decrees, of fate 
1 the Hades below. 


— | 


2 


+ Pirithous and the t Lavithes, 

Stretch'd at the, royal banquet ſee——— 
(Thus ſung a bard of old) _ 
A dire black ſtone, bound by a thread, 
Trembled o'er each devoted head, 

And all the mirth appall'd, 


1 


+ Pirithous. A man who to accompliſh his ambitious views, went 
to hell, and was torn in pieces by Cerberus. 
1 Lapithz, A people of — who violated e laws W hoſ- 
pitality, at a prince” s table, | 
Quid memorem Lapithas, Ixonia, Pirithoumque : 
Qos ſuper atra Silex jam jam lapſura, cadentique 
Imminet aſſimilis. Lucent genialibus altis 
Aurea fulcra toris, epulzque ante ora paratz 
Regifico luxu : Furiarum maxima juxta 
Accubat, et manibus prohibet contingers menſas, 
Exurgitque facem attollens, atque intonat ore. 


; T4 I Vis. Lib, 6, 
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A fury 
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And ftrange to tell, th unwelcome * f 


How Fortune's wheel, rolling about, 
Whirls giddy mortals in, or out, 


85 Tumbles from its acrial hight 


The avaricious, falſe and vain, 


When they unweildy wealth deſire, 
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A fury too among the reſt, 
Uprear'd her dreadful ſnaky creſt, 
And hiſt among the meat: 


Quite diſcompos'd the joyous feaſt, | | ? 
And ſpoilt the regal treat, ER ; 


The poets ſing too, as I'm told. =_ 
(I mean they ſung in times of old) _ 


The dangers of the great; | 13 q 3 


Fixt to no fleady ſeat. Ve 
The lofty ſcaffold, tow'rs on high, 
And climbs ambitiouſly the ſæ ya 
One rotten plank is found— e 


The whole, by its unlucky weight, 
A ruin on the ground. 


The awed fence i is mighty plain, 
(If plain the muſes ſpeak) 


When proudly they too high aſpire, 
Should look well to their & ECK! 


& —— ---Numeroſa parabat 

Excelſz turris tabulata, unde altior eſſet + 
Caſus, et impulſæ præceps immane ruinæ. 

* : | : Jvv. Sat. 10. 
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EPISTLE FOR LORD LOVEL TO 
LORD CHESTERFIELD. 


BY MR. PULTNEY, AFTERWARDS EARL OF BATH, 


Holkham ] bleſs'd, belov'd abode ! 
Productive of an annual _ | 
If Cheſterfield inſpire : EY 
Clio and I will club for wit, 


Beneath the ſpreading oak we'll ſit, 
And thrumb the lyric lyre. 


How beauteous is this rural ſcene! 
With conſtant verdure ever green, 
How healthy, gay, and pleaſant! 
A clean, tho' an ungrateful foil, 
Rewarding well the ſportſman” s toil, 


With partridges and pheaſant. 


Toyou, my lord, I ſend my lays, 
Fondly conceiv'd in Flavia's praiſe, 
Flavia can make a poet. 

Happy the man, of choiceſt taſte, 
Who ſces whate'er's above the waiſt, 
Much bappier, what's below it. 


But 


B. 
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But hold! to love T bid adieu, 

A greater theme is now in views 

Il feel my country's ruin: 
Next winter I'll reſign my place, 
Nor longer ſhare the ſad diſgrace, 
And bluſh for what is doing. 


The cries of an inſulted land, 

Redreſs of injuries demand: 
Let's out for England's glory! 

I'm ready to take part with you, 


And am become a patriot too, 


But neither Whig nor Tory. 


Let honeſt men together join, 

And ſince we have it, keep that line, 
Fix'd by the Revolution; 

Let us defend our ſov*reign's cauſe, 


Aſſert our rights, preſerve our lau, 


And fave the conſtitution. 


On me you have obtain'd your ends, 

I freely now give up my friends, 
As wretched politicians ; 

Never to bite, yet ſhow their teeth, 
In ſenſeleſs camps at Hounſlow Heath, 


And — expeditions. 
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Millions to raiſe, then arm in van, 
By fears inciting France and Spain, 

(Like him of Pope's deſcribing) _ . 

Willing to hurt, afraid to ſtrike, 

Juſt hint, and heſitate diſlike, 

While all our ſkill is bribing. 
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Of filth each houſe then let us glean, 210 : 
| Keep thoſe Augean ſtables clean; x | 

And ftrike off eyery penſion : 

Let us be ſov'reigns of the ſeas, 

Our merchants ſail where'er they pleaſe, 
Nor fear a new convention. bid of 
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This boon alone, my lord F crave, 
Many will join us, do but ſave 

One ſingle ſinner for us: 
Grant for our ſakes this only job, 
Some mercy ſhow our old friend Bob, 
Do what you will with Horace, 
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FAN EPISTLE FROM A NOBLE LORD 
TO MR. PULTENEY. 


* 


8 WRITTEN IN 1740. 


„„ 
2 
| * pabns; 4 
APPY the man who with ſuch eaſe 
Can different taſtes and tempers pleaſe, 
Whatever be the mode, Sir : 
Now charms the houſe—then ſteps to White's — 


Sets down to whiſt—cuts out—indites 
A letter or an ode; , ..... . . © 


I. 


Thus every place, and every hour 
Is witneſs to his wit and power, 

Of livelieſt invention : | 
Old topics in his hands are new, : 
Spithead and Hounſlow we review, 

And ſtart at the convention, 


1 132 J 


III. 
Go on, my friend, the war maintain, W 
By various ways gainſt Bob + and Spain, ' © 
Tho? doubtful is the former: 
Flavia, or Cheſterfield invoke, 
Let off, on whom you pleaſe, your joke, 
Excepting — Dermer *. 


3 „ 5 x. Tt 

You'll take the hint as tis deſign'd, e An 

Of honeſt and of tender kind; 
And pardon the digreſſion: 5 

For tho your courage none can doubt, 


No mortal one can hold i BET . ve Tl 
' Againſt a whole proſeſſio . Ar 


ee W 
But why ſhould I in haſte incline, Fo 
To take your counſel and reſign, T 
And die by your direction: 
Or, what's the ſame, myſelf turn out, 
There ſtill remains an ugly doubt, "6d. 01 un 2 Tv 
About a reſurrection. „ W 


VI. 
So when you can that point aſſure, 
And make an after-game ſecure, 
Diſpatch a ſecond letter: 


+ Sir Robert Walpole, } General Dormer, Pu 
| ut 


. 


ut 


'T WY 

But he deſerveth not to eat, 

Who raſhly parts with certain ſweet, 
Uncertain of a better. 


The mighty æra may be near, 


But that perhaps is not ſo clear, 
Then you'll be in diſgrace ſtill: 
There being but one engine more, 
And that may burſt as thoſe before, 
| You know I mean the place-bill. 


vm 


The Jews, unbelieving, b'lieving diene | 
Are ſtill in ſanguine expectation, | 


Of coming of their king, Sir; 
Why ſo their fathers were before, 
For ſeventeen hundred years and more, 


But * there's no ſuch thing, Sir. 
| 1 | 


T've next in view, the dog of as | 
Whoſe ſtory was by Eſop told, 


That politician able; 
What ſad miſchance the cur befell, 
At preſent III forbear to tell, 

But profit by the fable, 


4 


/ 


x 
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X. 


Expect not his; I now ſhould Arite, 
But let me heſitate diſſite, 
Till matters are more certain: 
As much does on next choice depend, 
Il that event with care attend, 
Before I draw the curtain. 


i608 
But if, mean while, ſhould happy fate, 
And ftars benign conſent to wait, - 
On Cathcart's expedition: 
MAoſt will rejoice at the ſucceſs, 
Bob's friends increaſe, and yours grow leſs— 
Then ewel W r 


£ 


XII. 


T hus having moſt maturely weigh'd, 
What may on either fide be ſaid, 
And laid my thoughts before ye: 
I take my leave, and do profeſs 
Myſelf Bob's friend, and yours no leſs, 
Tho' neither /Fhig nor Tory. 


JN 


ON LADY T— AT BATH, 


BY THE EARL OF BATH. 


Hyſick each morn is T— care, 
Each night ſhe plays a pool ; 
One helps hoe to an elbow chair, 
The other to a ſtool, ; 


ON DOWAGER LADY E. HD. 


BY THE * 


AIN are the ci of white and 1 
Which divide the blooming fair; 5 
Give me the nymph whoſe ſnow is ſpread, - 

Not o'er her breaſt, but hair. 
Of ſmoother cheeks the wining grace, 
As open forces I defy; 


But in the wrinkles of her face; 


Capids, as in ambuſh, lie. 
If naked eyes ſet hearts on blaze, 
And am'rous warmth inſpire; 


| Thro' glaſs who darts her pointed rays; 


Lights up a hercer fire. „ 
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Nor bappy rivals, nor the train 

, Of num'rous years my bliſs deſtroys, 

Alive he gives no jealous pa T , 
And then, to plcaſe os * ar 8 | 


$TRAWBER&Y. HILL. Fl - 


BY TY SAME. me" 7 


WS D © 
ME cry up Gunners-bury, ,, & | 
For Sion ſome declare 8 
Fl hea ſay that with Chilwick-houl | 
No villa can compare: 15 8 
But aſk the beaux of Middleſex, | - 
Who know the country well. A 
If Strawberry- hill, if Sanasber- nil. i 3 
Don't bear away the bell. w 274 9 14 in : ; B. 
, 
Some love to roll Ao Greenwiet hill, 2891. 
For this thing and for thaarfnt.. 6 


And ſome prefer ſweet Marble- hill, | 
Thoꝰ ſure tis ſomewhat fa: . 
Yet Marble-hill and Green wich- hill. f 
If Kitty Clive can tell, | 04177 
From Strawberry-hill, from Strawbedry-hill,” 
Will never bear the bell. 


hot 


LEE. 


Tho? Surry boaſts its Oatlands, 


And Clermont kept ſojim, 


And ſome prefer ſweet Southcoats, 


Ti but a dainty whin - 


But aſk the gallant Briſtol, 


Who doth in taſte excel, 
If Strawberry-hill, if een bill 
Don't bear away the bell. 


Fx 


v. — + * 
1 6 6 
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Since Denham ſung of Cooper's, 


There's ſcaree a hill around, 
But what in ſong or ditty, 
Is turn'd to fairy ground. 


| Ah peace be with their memory, 


I wiſh them wondrous well, 


But Strawberry=hill, but Strawberry- ge oh 


Will ever bear the bell. 


Waia 
Great William dwells at Windfor, 
As Edward did of old, 


And many a Gaul and many a Scot 


Have found him full as bold. 
On lofty hills like Windſor ©. 
Such heroes ought to dwell, 


Wt the little folks on Strawberry-hill 


8 Strawberry-hill as well. 
- 3 
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ADVICE TO GENERAL COPE, 


UPON HIS GETTING ST. ANTHONY” S FIRE BY 
DRINKING THE BATH WATERS, AND Ar 
FE SAME TIME FALLING IN LOVE 
WITH THE GIRL THAT DIPPED 
THE WATER, 


BY THE SAME. 


NEE gentle Cope, with gout and love oppreſt, 

9 Alternate torments rankling in his breaſt, 
Tries at a cure, but tampers ſtill in vain, 
W hat eaſes one, augments the other pain. 
The charming girl, who ftrives to lend relief, 
Inſtead of comfort, heightens all his grief. 

He drinks for health, then ſighs for love, and cries, 
Health's in her hand, deſtruction in her eyes. 

She gives us water, but each look, alas ! 

The wicked girl electrifies the glaſs. 5 
To eaſe the gout, we ſwallow draughts of love, 
And then, like Etna, burn in fires above. 

Sip not, dear knight, the daughter's liquid fire, 

But take the healing beverage from the ſire; 
T will eaſe your gout; for love no cure is known; 


The god of phyſick could not cure his own. 
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ON THE BISHOPS AND JUDGES, 


BY P. DUKE OF WHARTON. 


y tas 
And love his wife above adultery, 
When godlineſs to gain ſhall be preferr'd 


By more than two of the right reverend herd; 


When P—rk-r ſhall pronounce upright decrees, 


And H—ng—rf—rd refuſe his double fees; 


HEN Y—ke to Veaven ſhall lift one ſolemn 


When Pr=tt with juſtice ſhall diſpenſe the laws, 


And King once partially decide a caufe ; 


And Eyr—s his haughtineſsfhall lay aſide ; 
When honeſt Price ſhall trim and truckle under, 


And P-. ſum a cauſe without a blunder ; 
When P—ge one uncorrupted finger ſhews, 


And F—rt—ſcue deſerves another noſe ; 


Then ſhall I ceaſe my charmer to adore, 
And think of love and politicks no more, 


When Tracy's generous ſoul ſhall ſwell with pride, 


AN 
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AN EPISTLE FROM JOHN SHEPHERD 


TO THE EARL OF MACCLESFIELD. 
BY THE 2 E. 


THEN curioſity led you fo far 
As to ſend for me, my dear lord, to the _ 
To ſhew what a couple of raſcals we were; 3 


vw hich nobody can deny. 


| Youll excuſe me the 3 of writing to thee, 
For the world then agreed they never did ſee 
A pair ſo well match'd as your lordſhip and me; 


das * can deny. 


At the preſent diſgrace, my lord, never repine, 


Since fame rings of nothing but thy tricks and mine, 


And our names ſhall alike in hiſtory ſnine; 
Which nobody can deny. 


N ho we two hans made ſuch a noiſe upon earth, 
Thy fate would now be but a ſubject of mirth, 


Should your death be like mine, as we're equal in both; 


Which nobody can deny. 
% 


Were 


. Tet ſomething I hope to my merit is due, 


And yet I am the more dext'rous rogue of the two 


Is 2 a damnable hardſhip ; your lordſhip, in ſhort, 
 Hath been only the Jonathan Wild of the court; 


Althoꝰ at the helm you and Jonathan ſit, 


1 FS 9 


Were thy virtues and mine to be weigh'd i in a ſcale, 
I fear, honeſt Thomas, that thine would prevail, 
For you break thro? all * while I only break 
Jail; 
Which nobody can __ 


Since there ne'er was ſo barefac'd a blunder as you, 


3 nobody can * 


We who thieve fas our liviog, if taken, muſt die, 
Thoſe who . poor orphans, pray anſwer me 
why 
They deſerve not a rope more than Blewſkin and I? 
W hich nobody can deny. 


Tho' the maſters are raſcals, chat you e ſwing 
= 7 


Which nobody can dry 


Whilſt your myrmidons plunder, and. what they e can 


get, | 
To ſave their own necks, muſt | be laid at your 45 : 
W hich nobody can Lo; 


Yet 
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Vet Jonathan £ nick 200 be allow'd 


To be better than thine, for he often hath ſhew'd, | 


He'd * ſave himſelf, yet hang when he would; 
| Which nobody can deny. 


But as thou and thy gang muſt come in for a rope, 


The bonour of being the firſt that's truſt up, 
Is the only favour your lordſhip can hope; 


Which nobody can deny, 


THE TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 
BY THE SAME. 


N fable all things hold diſcourſe, 
Then words (no doubt) mult talk of courle, 

Once on a time, near Channel row, 

Two hoſtile adverbs, AY and NO, 

Were haft*ning to the field of fight, 

Where front to front, ſtood oppoſite : 

Before each gencral join'd the van, 

257 (the more courteous knight) began: 5 


6 peeviſh particle ! beans; 
I'm told, you are not ſuch a bear, 
But fometimes yield when offer'd fair, 
Suffer yon folks a while to prattle, 
Tis we that mult decide the battle; 
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Whene' er we war on yonder ſtage, 
With various fate and equal rage, 
The nation trembles at each blow 
That NO gives AY, and AY gives NO ; 
But, in th' expenſive long contentian, 
We gain nor office, grant, or penſion ; 
Why then ſhould kinsfolks quarrel thus, 
(For two of you make one of us) 
To ſome wile ſtateſman let us go, 
Where each his proper uſe may know, 
He may admit two ſuch commanders, _ 
And let thoſe wait who ſerv'd in Flanders; 
Let's quarter on a great man's tongue, 
A Tr——ry Lord, not maſter Y—g, 
Obſequious at his high command, 
AY ſhall march forth to tax the land ; 
Impeachments, NO can beſt reſiſt, 
And AY ſupport the C—l L—t, 
AY, quick as Cæſar, win the day, 
And NO, like Fabius, by delay, 
Sometimes in mutual fly diſguiſe, 
Let AY's ſeem NO's, and NO's ſeem AY's, 
Ass be in courts, denials meant, 
And NO's in B—ps, give conſent. 
Thus AY propos'd, and, for reply, 
NO, for the firſt time, anſwer'd AV; 
They parted with a thouſand kifles, 
And ficht, cer "_ for pay, like Swiſſes. 


— 


2 
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ON ROBBING THE EXCHEQUER, 


BY THE SAME. 


ROM fun-ſet to day-break whilſt folks are aſleep, 
New watch are appointed th* Exchequer to 
| keep, 

New bolts and new bars faſten every door, 
And the cheſts are made three times as ftrong as 
before; 
Yet the thieves in the aps hm the treaſures may 
; mt 
For the ſame are entruſted with care of the keys; 
From the night till the morning, tis true, all is right, 
But who will ſecure it from morning till night. 


AN OT H ER. 


BY THE SAME. 


4 orf Wild unto Walpole, make me under- 
ny O taker, | 
T'll ſoon find the rogues that robb'd the Exchequer, 

I ſha'n't look among thoſe that are us'd to purloining, 
But ſhall the firſt ſearch in the chapel * 


Quoth 


E 
Quoth Robin, that's right, for the caſh you will ; 
Tho' I'm ſure *twas not V for there's ſome leit 


behind; 
But, if it were they, you could not well complain, * 


% For what they have emptied, they'll ſoon fill again. 


p, BY THE SAME. 


EAR Lloid, they ſay, you're Walpole's ferret, 
To hunt him out poor Molly Skerrett ty 
as And thus are grown by views ſiniſter, , 
A pimp to ſuch a ſcrub miniſter ; 
ay Stick to your uſual voting trade, | 
Nor Chetwind's rights preſume t invade, 
To purchaſe Molly to his bez 
t, The booby lover fumed, and fail, | 
Spain and the galleons he'd ſacriſice, 
To buy kind glances from her eyes, 
Nay, ſware he'd make a plot to pay her, 
At leaſt as good as that for Layer, 
And bid his old tool, Delafaye 
Keep Lynch and Maſon in ſull pay, 
Paxton t ſhould teach them what to ſay. 
Por hatching plots, and coining treaſon, 
5 Paxton's eſteem'd, with mighty reaſon; 


tema af OP: = 4 
er 1 * W = _— _ "WH 
a eaten hers * 3 8 N 5 ** A 
: 1 i 1 , ww , < p 
8 TE . , q 2 . — 3 22 ** 4 


7 
5 . n 
8 e 


88 _ 
* 
8 2 
of l 
3 
5 
x Fr 8 
% Bl 
; ko 
1 
uy 
2 = 4 
ESE 
pf 
A 
CY 
* 
, © 
3 v3 
= 3% 
b 3 
7 +4 
4 We! 
3». = 
1 
+= 
i 1 
& ＋ 
1 
5 51 
133 
13 
SS 3 
853 
9 
1 ; 
WV 
1 
> 434 
. bo by 
$*:S; 19 
$ 3. 
1 
8 
31 
3 
9 7 4 
-3F 
E Ed. 
: 4 
12 
FA) 
S 
5 * 
KEIG 
SY” 
SY 
fs 
mx 
FER 
7 5 4 
* 3 5 
3 
"3. 
F 
v6.4 
"I 
s 
f 
1 
; 
* 
hd 
5 
A 


1 


wid IN 
mt ors en PE ogg dro ons 
I ac unt ee pr Nt, , 


n N 
eee, eee 


, > a 


e . 2 n 
* ons, Þ 
©, ee e 9 4d 


5 + Afterwards ſecond wife of the earl of Orford. 
WE 1 Solicitor to the Treaſury. 
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Molly, * *tis s ſaid; by you inclin'd, 
Receiv'd his offers, and refign'd; 3 

But Walpole long by vice decay'd, 

Unable was to pleaſe the maid; | 

But none his fury can deſcribe, 

Unlike his wretched voting tribe, 

To find one Member ſcorn a bribe ; 

And happy were it for this land, 

If corrupt Members he'er could ſtand; 
In vain were all his lying _— 

His uſual arts in politicks; 
They fail'd in one as well as 3 

In ſpite of Townſhend and his brother. 
What will become of this, poor Lloid, 

When once thy maſter's pow'r's deſtroy” 4, 
When he refunds his unjuſt gains, 

By bills of penalties and pains; ' | 129 
When Vaughan ſhall ſwear he did miſtake! im, 
And even biſhops ſhall forſaxe him 
Carters ſhall bully prove to bang him, 
Churchill turn evidence to hang him, 
Molly proclaim him fumbling imp, 8 4 
And you how ill he paid his pimp. ©. .. 


a T > TITS = T kat 


r Be tw ed 6d ed 


THE 


Py 8 . 
ry . © * 5 FY 
— 3 . : # 
, 4 1 ; * 
„ 4 | $ , 5 


AN HEROIC TALE: 


Emote from cities, in a country town,  : -- 
There liv'd an honeſt, but an hapleſs . 
Hapleſs indeed! for, if report is true, 1 
Th'unhappy man was wedded to a ſhrew; | 
And what perplex'd the ill-fated ſpouſe the more, 
He fear'd, from reaſon, that ſhe was a whore. 
How hard his lot] who thus à wife doth wed, 
At once to ſtun his ears and load his head. Z 
How many worthy heads deſerve our pity 2 

But culom {mothers eve in Ay | 


”, 


But to Nes tale.— The Muſe each name contrres 
The huſband's Jaſper ; Dorcas was the wife's: | 
Each day gallants came ſwarming to his houſe, 
Each day ſhe riots her unanſw'ring ſpouſe; 
Who feels he ſuffers by th*unruly dame, 
At home in ſubſtance, and abroad in fame. 
He ſtrives to guard his honour and his coſt ; 
| But gentle admonition is but loſt ! 8 
8 Good words he finds are thrown away in vain, 
Then bad be uſes, then but bad again. 
Nov fully bent to ſtop this growing evils; 
He plots to undermine this wily devil ; 
Each lover at th' accuſtom'd hour he watches, 


Fix d to diſmember every one he catches. 
| Fruitleſs 
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Fruitleſs reſolve! his buſineſs he neglects, 


And ftrives in vain to track the wary ſex. | | 
She ſends to each gallant her private reaſons, je 
Why love muſt be deferr'd to proper ſeaſons. - 2” 


Thus all the huſband's labour'd ſchemes ne , 
And thus his cunning aims are diſappointed, ” 7 
Let ſo it is, that time or chance betrays _ | : 
A hundred luckleſs things, a hundred wayͤs. 
I 
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*T was on a day, when bus'neſs call'd the clown 

Twenty long miles to a diſtant market town, 

Abroad he goes, at early morning light, 

And bids her not expect him home at night. ( 

Dorcas could ne'er let flip ſuch fair occaſion, ] 

But ſends a kind gallant an invitation. 8 

Hle comes, he treats; when ſhe, for freſh delight, ] 

Diſmiſs'd one lover, for a new at night. 

Mean time, jogg'd Jaſper on his hobbling ny | 1 

A ſecond Rofinante, a ſorry ſteed! , 

Againſt whoſe ſides full oft the ſpur was play d. ] 

And croſs his buttocks laſh repeated laid. 4 
] 


But ere on's journey he had rode half . 

Tir d on the road the panting courſer lay: 

His eaſy amble having quite forgot, ] 
Nor laſh could make him reaſſume the trot : g 
Here then he leaves him; not too good to loſe, * 
And then his journey on his feet purſues. ] 
Now Jaiper was on neighbour's errand ſent, ] 
To pay his landlord certain ſums of rent: ] 

; | - Full 


1: 


True, ſays the proverb, as myſelf have known, 


But robbers came and robb'd him of his rent. 


But homeward, ſomewhat penſive, back repair'd. 


Much he's ſurpriz'd, at ſuch a time to catch 


| And overhears two ſleeping noſes ſnore: 


If aught could better in the caſe be done. 


+. , 
Full fifteen pounds were in his pocket told, | 
No matter which, in ſilver or in gold. 


That one misfortune ſeldom comes alone: 
"T was ſo with Jaſper. Scarce his horſe was ſpent, 


He would have fought ; but thinking, as I'm told, 
His bones were his, and that was not the gold, 
He gave it calmly up, nor further car'd; 


Thus as he travell'd, duſky night came on, 

Or dark it was, or lighted by the moon : 

But to the muſe indulgent pardon ſhow, 

She cannot tell you—what ſhe does not know : 
But this we're told, that ere he reach'd his home, 
Thedoleful midnight hour of twelve was come; 


The door unbolted, ſhutting on the latch. 


Dorcas. too, buſy with her lover's charms, 
Ne'er thought of doors, but flept within his arms: 
Now fell ſuſpicion's dart in Jaſper's brain, 

Tho' glad ſo opportune he's home again: 

He creeps and liſtens at the chamber door, 


Then from his pocket drew a ſwinging knife, 
Reſolv'd to ſtab the lover or the wife; | 
But ſtop'd to think, before he ventur'd on, 


1 Now 


. * 
.- 85 
1 2 
7 By 
r * 
2 25 
PAY Ty 
þ 4 8 
p 1 2 
j 7. 
* 
1218 
3 5 
1 
1 * 
4 F 
— 
FT © 
l 5 Ty 
p n -'F. 
\ - 
; 
1 
. 
— 
- 4 
| 3 
d 
13 be 5 
Kr : 
® . 
Ez £5 
? = 
2 PF 4 
- 9.4 
2 * 
1 * 
'* EM 
” -&3 
25 1 
;Y 5 
1 4 
F 
2 
. 1 * 
3 . 
„ - 
4J* 
2" "WEN 
"Id 
4 
, . 
3 
1 4 
MN 
B : 
1% 
2 8 
C K. 
7 A 
* 4 
8 
x 7 
5 * 
LE = 
> 4 
1 4 
W iy 
-] 4 
7 
7 
7 « 
3 
by I « 
- 
% LY l 
7 19 
. 7 
"21 
1211 
0 2 
0 7 -=- 
23 A 
1 
EE. © 
* = 
1 
+3 2 
5 M2 
* 
2 . 4 
a+ g 5 T y 
7 2 
1 
DE 
3 
2 94 
13 1 
7 1 
v 75 
_ 
= ** fy 
1 
. I \ 
4 
£5 
93 - 
3 
88 
2 1 4 
Wd. © 
1 
* 1 * 
dd < 2 b 
a = 
14 
* 
y E 
4 
2 
{Th 
3 » 
: 
2M 
44M 
: - 
3 1 
"+ 
| 
. Eo 
44 + 
N . 7 


. a 
} 7 
q > 
IF 1 5 
IS 
i ns 
a T 
q E 
#7 
. 4 ö 
0-3 
7 by 
| iy 
, "” 7. 
* >. 
1 2 * 
» f 
E 
4 
7 
: 4 8 
z 


Or on the lover only; then my wife 
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Now fear uſurp'd a place in Jaſper 5 breaſt, 
And thus returning reaſon doth ſuggeſt: 

Suppoſe I wreak wy vengeance, then may I, 
Perhaps, for murder, on the gallows die; 


Would ſooner take away, than ſpare my life ; 
Or, if on both; I know not how to doubt 
That proverb, 6 Murder ſome odd time will out.” 

Thus reas'ning, vengeance he deferr'd till morn, _ 
Softly retir'd, and ſtroak'd each budding — } 


At neighbour” s houſe he ſpends the later night, BY 
Home to return before the morning light, As 
At early day he thunders at his door, W 
But the gailant was ris'n and gone before; 1h 
From her ſoft ſleep the treach'rous Dorcas wakes, 151 
And thro' the broken pane in th'cafement ſpeaks. Or 
As tho” ſo chaſte, in th' abſence of her ſpouſe, No. 
She would admit no ſoul into the houſe, Tb 


Who's at the door? Pray tell me who you are? 

"10 6s quoth Jaſper; I, your huſband dear. 

Then up ſhe gets, ſeems glad that he is come. A 
And with a Judas kiſs he's welcom'd home, : 


Jaſper moſt men in temper did excel, 


But when provok'd, could wield a cudgel well; ; "4 
Enrag'd to ſee his ſpouſe her treachery, 7 
Cries, Dorcas, who to- night did with you lie? T 

None, jealous monſter ! with a toſs ſhe cries, | 8 
And all her temper lightens in her * 1 Such 


Aha! The! 
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Aha cries Jaſper (regardleſs of her brow) 

My loving faithful ſpouſe, I've caught you now. 
Thus fully bent on taming of the ſhrew, | 
His words were {ſcarce precedent to a blow. 

In's hand he held a knotted taper crab, 

With which he ſmartly lac'd the jilting drab. 
Aloud ſhe baul'd, and begg'd him to refrain; 
But till he laſh'd, and ſtill ſhe begg'd in vain : 
When, as it happ'd,' in middle of the fray 

A brother clown (that chanc'd to paſs that way) 
Ben was his name, came in to part the ſtrife, 

And aſk'd, why Jaſper thus abus'd his wie. 
Why! Ben, cries Jaſper, deft thou ak me why? 
Ihen laſh'd again Ive caught her in a lye. 

Is lying then alone, quoth Ben, the cauſe 

Of all this naiſe, and wond'rous Waſte of blows ? 
No——not alone, quoth Jaſper, honeſt Ben, 

It is becauſe the lies With other men. 


A SERIO-COMIC PINDARIC. 
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S young in life, and young in love, 
I took my roving way, 
There chanc'd before my eyes to move 
A female beautiful and gay, 
duch as informs the wiſh, delights the dream, 
1 The Painter's model, and the Pget's theme. 
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Awe-pierc'd I flood : and with obciſance due . \ 

- Ador'd the fairy viſion as it flew : 

; When jo it ſtopp'd;—and in my tingling ear, þ 
Whiſper'd, with more melodious note \ 

Than warbles thro' the eunuch's throat, | C 


How do you do, my dear? 


„ = Sony 
Ithaca's king ('tis ſung) could diſobey „ 
The Syren's potent call, and keep his 1 80 way; 
But how from my ſeducer fly, | 4 
She more than Syren, no Ulyſſes I ? 
| Pleaſures and expectations twiſted braid 
Tow'd me where'er the phantom led : - 
The lovely phantom led me to a room, 
Where the ſpread bed and artificial gloom T 
Bade.modeſty retreat, nor dare - 
To damp the raptures which it cou'd-not ſhare : 
A pint of rack, my goddeſs calls; and all around 
The vocal waiters pints of rack reſound, 


III. 
Here many a ſwift-wing'd hour I lie, 
Plung'd in indeſcriptive bliſs: 
Then, with an eager burning kiſs 
Addreſs the partner of my ecſtacy : 11 F 
Say, rapture-giving fair, O ſay, * WM 
If ſuper-human joys divine 
Ougnt ſublunary can repay, 
What recompence is thine ? 
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Will you the avarice of glutton love 
Deign to approve, 

And bleſs and grace your ſuppliant's ade, 
My faithful, my perpetual bride; 

Or, if too much the rich monopoly 

For any ſingle he, 

May I among your favour'd vaſſals ſtand, 
With life and fortune in my ready hand, 


Waiting the bliſsful rotative command? 


Stoop to ſenſe, and rant no more; 


A one-pound-one, Sir, quits the ſcore; 


Returns the eaſily- contented W—e. 


THE CHIMNEY SWE EP ER. 


OW each fond parent ſtill purſues 
Ambition in his children's views ! 
Would have his heir be ſomething more, 
Than what the father was before ! 
The Bailiff makes his ſon a Proctor; 
Th'Apothecary his a Doctor: 


And huſband ever joins with wife, 


That Tom ſhould puſh himſelf in life, 
A Chimney-ſweeper and his Fair, 


The ſooty partner of his care, 


(For fair's a term, we common find 


F or black, and brown, and all the kin!) 
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Indulging in their homely cheer 


Of bread and cheeſe, and good ftrong beer, 


(For then good-nature might afford 

A foaming pot to grace the board, 

Ere haltpenny's advance in price 

Made poor folks grow more wiſe than nice) 

With mutual wiſh, and anxious joy, 

Gaz'd on their only hope, a Boy. 

When the fond Dame; whom fancy led 

To faſhion caſtles in her head, 

Buſs'd with a ſmack her nown good man, 

Then took a draught, and thus began: 

Sure, Tommy's vaſily grown, my dear. 

© Come hither, child] ſay, come here. 

«© Hold up thy head—Ah—he's not made 

c For ſuch a vaſt laborious trade; 

« He has not ſtrength to buſtle through, 

Nor writhe his body like a ſære w. 

„ Lard! he has genius far above | 

* What you and J have been, my love ;. 

Some gentler trade were not amiſs— 

* Go, child—go—give Papa a kiſs,” 
Then looking kind at one another, 

Grim firſt kiſsd child, and after mother. 

Why, Dame, quoth he, why all this fuls? 

This Boy, our Tom, is all to us; 

And ha'n't I toil'd from year to year, 

But for his ſake, and thine, my dear? 


And 


oh 


a 
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And ſhall not Tom then make a figure, 
As big as father does ?—aye, bigger. 
For, zZounds ! it never ſhalt be faid, 
That Grim's own boy was baſely bred ; 
While Barber Scrape puts out his fool, 
To learn his book at Grammar-ſchool, 
Come hither, Jad, look up; be bold : 
Aye, there it is, my heart of gold : 
Thou ſhalt complete thy father's joy, 
And be a Bricklayer, my Boy; 
Shalt build the chimney, and not creep 
Thro' thoſe thy father us'd to ſweep. 


V E S NT 8 
ON THE APPROACH OF WINTER. 


Utumnal leaves apace do fade, 

1 And winter ſhows its hoary head, 
With clouds and winds auftere : 

Th” enamell'd flower in earth is laid, 

And lies conceal'd in Nature's bed, 

Till Sol revolves the year. 


The feather'd throng prepare for flight, 
The woods no ſhelter yield at night; 
Durob'd their bow'rs appear: 
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The ſportſman views, with true delight, 


The new-reap'd fields expoſe to ſight 
The baunts of tim'rous hare. 


To town, my lord, with eager haſte, 
Repairs, and makes his dwelling place 
At Arthur's, or at White's : 

Nor time her Ladyſhip doth waſte, 
But ſeeks the rout ſhe oft hath grac'd, 
-— = &ad ſhone at whiſt whole, nights. 


The Weds ſhall now with i blaze; 3 
The gay reſort to balls and plays, 
And winter's j Joys poſſeſs; 
While ſons of mirth in roundelays, 
At feſtive board their voices raiſe, 
And Bacchus* pow'r confeſs. 


The ſoldier now, from direful war, 

Retires with honourable ſcar, 

With Czlia to engage: 

While ſhe, more bright than morning ſar, | 

Poſleſs*d with ev*ry grace and air, 
Unequal war doth wage. 


The Pluraliſt, with ſimp'cing check, 

| And ſtall-fed ſkin ſo ſmooth and ſleek, 
His tything circuit ez1s : 42 75 
e Tho 


t 


Tho tythes he once a year doth ſeek, 


His curate preaches once a week, 
But oft with poor amends: 


The rector touches all the pelf, 
And curate ſtarves t enrich himſelf, 

; God's word is mammon made: 
While he, a lazy pamper'd elf, 
Scarce pulls a book from off the ſhelf : 

"ns function 1s a trade. 


The alen juſt at death arriv 'd, 
. Fearing of fee to be depriv'd, 
Ere ended is the farce, 
To finiſh recipe he ſtriv d, 
That done, or live or die he's brib'd, 
Aſſur'd it is his laſt. 


ON A PINCUSHION. 


F all the trinkets that the toilet grace, 
The Pincuſhion deſerves the higheſt place; 


When balls or operas invite the fair, 


How could ſhe ſet her knots, or curl her hay ; 
Did not th' important pin each air ſupply, 
 Subduing ſtubborn plaits that ſtand awry ? | 
The little pin ſtill finds an uſeful place 

In mobs, in lappets, and in Bruſſels lace: 
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The modeſt pilgrim o'er the ſhoulders draws, 
Or from the well-plac'd peeper us applauſe ; : 
In every office it performs is bleſt, 

Now to her eye is neareſt, now her 15550. 


Others may to the milaner repair, 
But Sylvia deigns not to be furniſh'd there: 
Cupid himſelf ſupplies her magazines, 
And works his pointed arrows into pins: 
No wonder every look ſhould wound a heart, 
Each corkin that adorns her is a dart. 


ON AURELIA SLEEPING. 


WRITTEN BY A YOUTH AT-THE AGE OF FIFTEEN. | 


I. | 
EE! where the bright Aurelia lies 

In yonder vilet ſmelling bow'r; 
Sleep, gentle ſleep has clos'd her eyes, 
Te Cupids ! guard the happy hour. 


3 
Zephyrs! play ſoft around her breaſt; 
Fan from her lips the ſipping fly, 
That dares ſuch beauty to moleſt, 
At whoſe command I live or die. 


Sil 


At 


So 


11 
& 
Silence | ye feather'd, warbling throng f ſ 


Awhile your harmony forbear ; 
| Awhile ſuſpend each rural ſong, 


Leſt you awake my ſleeping Fair, 
IV. 


So may you never, neyer hear 
The gun dread- ſounding thro the air; 3 


So may you never, neyet fear 
The cruel ſchool- boy's limy ſaare. 


THE GIRDLE OF VENUS. 


A FABLE FROM THE GREEK, 
FOR GROWN LADIES. 


HEN Jupiter's high-mettled dame 
(As we read in Dan Homer the MAb: 
Had a mind his cold breaſt to inflame, 
And to ſhine with additional glory. 


She order'd her peacocks and car, 
And then flew to the queen of the doves,, 
Who liv'd from her palace not far, 
In the midſt of the Graces and Loves. 


Dear 
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28 I * tha flow'd her ſmooth ſpeech, 


e Prythee lend me your ceſtus to-day, 


To repair a ſmall conjugal breach; 


% And be quick, for I ſoon niuſt away 


“] muſt haſte to unite a good pair, 


% Who took care of me when I was young; 


4 And each other now hardly can bear, 
40 Having both been by Aan ſtung.“ 


. Her ſecret . ſhe conceal'd, 


(So ſhould women act when they're — 
For ſhe knew if it once was reveal'd, 
It would ſoon round Olympus be . 


The bl ythe goddeſs, not gueſſing her drift, 
On her waiſt ty'd the ceſtus of pleaſure, 


And the cloud-ruler's ſiſter, then ſwift 


As his eagle, whirl'd off with her treaſure, 


In this girdle was curiouſly Ritch'd 
The attractions which toying inſpire, 


And moreover 'twas finely enrich'd 


With all arts to re-kindle deſire, 


In this girdle, good bbs and eaſe, 
Sweet words and fond looks were expreſs'd, 
A perpetual endeavour to pleaſe, | 


And a face with gay ſmiles ever dreſs'd. 


1 
Poſſeſsꝰd of fo rich a machine, 
She was eager in vircues to try, 
And then leaving the love-darting queen, 
Shot a thouſand bright beams from each eye, 


To the Thund'rer ſhe then, as by chance, 
Half her beauties with cunning diſplay'd , 
From her eye ſhot a languiſhing glance, 
And then glided — like a pms 


But ſhe dazzl'd ts eyes of grim e 5. H 
Who embrac'd her with conjugal arms, = © 

And within a delicious afcove, 717.2 
He enjoy'd with new ſpirit her charms. 


Yen wives, lend an ear to this ſample 

Of the Grecian bard's ſhrewdneſs and art, 
And by politic Juno's example, 

Learn to conquer a huſband's cold heart. 


When the paſſion of Love's in its wane, 
And ye ceaſe to be objects of joy, 
Le muſt try the cold heart to regain, 
By thoſe beauties which never will eloy. 


THE PIGEONS ono. 


O ev 'ry fair a pigeon 07d. 
By ey'ry fair alike below d: 
Where'er he flew, the female train 
Practiſe their wiles his heart to gain; : 
Bridle the neck, and bill and C00, 
And imitate what women do. 


At length he found that tag much. j joy, 


Muſt ſoon his vig tous health deſtaoy; 
So thought it prudent to give aver, 
Aſſume the huſband, drop the lover. 


Who, in a moment, met his eyes. 
Her heart exults with inward pride, 


ll And fancy fix d her for bis bride. 


Secure of conqueſt, ſhe neglected 
The real charms the youth — : 
No gentle manners, no conceſſion; 
All muſt be left to A BY 

W hilft vanity and affeRation 
Supply'd the place of ſenſe and tation, 
„He could not anſwer to his conſcience, 
<< To be confin'd to pride and nonſenſe : 
« A miſtreſs thus was right and civil, 


6c * in a wife, they were the devil !” 


At firſt, the Fax-tail nymph. he tries, 


So 
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So left the nymph to Room alone, 
Regardleſs of her idle moan.. 


The Carrier, a pigeon ſleek, | 

With ruddy bill, and ſnowy neck, 

Caught his deſires ; but yet the dame 
Had but a ſort of doubtful fame. 

He ſaw ſhe rambled round the county, 

And gueſs'd ſhe might diſperſe her bounty. 

He knew ſhe ſeldom kept the houſe, 

And needs muſt make a e ſpouſe, 
| Never at caſe but on the wing! 

So drop'd the airy giddy thing. 


The Cropper next, a ſtately fair! 
Claim'd his affection and his care; 
But to his ſorrow, ſoon he found 
Her principles and mind unſound. 
She boaſted much her great deſcent, 
« She was not for the vulgar meant: 
Vet ſhe would yield to his requeſt, - 
“ Provided he would make her neſt. 
c Her noble limbs were quite unfit 

To do the drudg'ry of a cit.” 
He rais'd his head, his anger grew, 
Flapping his wings, away he flew, 


An hundred other ſorts he try d, 
Some promis'd fair, ſome half deny d; 


o . * 
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But what rais'd moſt his indignation," 
Was pride deep fix d by education. 


Cloſe in a farmer's yard he W | 
The Common-Pigeon, deep in ſtraw, 
He view'd her modeſt humble mien, 
Her beaut'ous feathers neat and clean : 
| He ſaw her earning hard her food, 
j And thought ſhe'd bring a healthy brood. 
His judgment fix'd her in his mind, 
| | He lov'd and courted, —ſhe prov'd kind. 
Of her poſleſs'd, he found how vain © 
Were all the trifling giggling train. 
No gadder ſhe, no affeQation! 
No airs to give his mind vexation, 
Her thoughts were wholly on him bent, 
Studious in all to give content. 
With pleaſure on his bill ſhe hung, 
Then hatch'd her eggs, or fed her young. 
With her he found the charms that give 
The bliſs, that makes it bliſs to live. 
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Br THE LATE SIR JOHN VANBRUGH. 
-CAbina, with an angel's face, 
Ordain'd by love for joy, 


Seems of the Syren's cruel race, 
To charm, and then deſtroy. 


The burning-glaſſes of her eyes 
The fierceſt flames impart, 

Herſelf unhurt, the lover dies, 
Untouch'd the virgin's heart; 


The God of Love, enrag' d to ſee 
The Nymph elude his aim, 
Pronounc'd this mercileſs decree 
Againſt the haughty dame: 


© Let age with double ſpeed o'ertake her, 
© Let love the room of bride ſupply ; 

© And when her lovers all forſake her, 

A ſpotleſs virgin let her die,” 


Part IV. 
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THE BEGGAR 


| . inopemque neat 
Et Lari, et Fundi. | Hon. 
ITY the ſorrows of a poor old man 5 1 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to mo | 
_ ws 8 4 


Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſborteſt ſpan, | 
Oh! Sire relief and heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 


Theſe catter'd cloaths my poverty beſ ak, 

Theſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd years, Bi. 
And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek, 

Has been the channel to a ſtream of tears. 


Von houſe, erected on the riſing ground, 

With tempting aſpect drew me from my road, 
For plenty there a reſidence has found, 

And grandeur a magnificent abode. 


( (Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor!) 
Here craving for a morſel of their bread, 
A pamper'd menial forc'd me from the door, 


To ſeek a ſhelter in an bumbler ſhed. 


O! take me to your hoſ; vitable dome, 0 
Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold! Who 
Short i is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, O 


For I am poor—and miſerably old. 
| Should 
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Should I reveal the ſource of ev'ry grief, 
If ſoft humanity e' er touch'd your breaſt, 
Your bands would not withhold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity could not be repreſs'd. 


Heav'n ſends misfortunes—Why ſhould we repine ? 
Tiis heav'n has brought me to the ſtate you ſee; , 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 

— The child of forrow—and of miſery. 


A little farm was my paternal lot, 

Then, like the lark, I ſprightly hail'd the morn ; 5 
But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 

My cattle died, and blighted was my corn. 


My daughter—once the comfort of my age! 
Lur'd by a villain. from her native home, 

Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage, 
And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife, ſweet ſoother of my care! 
Struck with ſad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 
Fell—ling'ring fell a victim to deſpair, 
And left the world to wretchedneſs and me. 


Pity the ben of a poor old man, 

Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 

O!] give i2lief—and heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 
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Numps purchaſes the Opera- book, 


For what he ne'er can underſtand! * 


ACOMMONCHARACTE& 
227 THE OPERA-HOUSE. 


Ichout an ear for muſic ſweet, 
Numps at the Opera you meet: 


He ſwears it is immenſely Gever, _ 
Nor knows a minim from a quaver : 


With eyes ſo dim he ſcarce can ſpy— 

His nofe ſo prominent and high— 
Numps goes at Brunſwick'F prince to flare, 
Yet cannot fee with all his care: 
And laſtly, to complete the joke, | 


And ſeems to con it with wiſe look. 


For notes, which never can be read, 
Numps drains his purfe, to hum his head: 


Strange dolt! to pay with liberal hand 


S8. B. 


CUPID'S 


At 
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VERSES BY MR. POPE, 


' ON READING A POEM, ENTITLED © a 71 T OF 


HE SPLEEN,” BY DR. IB BOTT“. 


Hat are the falling rills, the pendent ſhades, 
The morning nn the evening colo- 
nales, 


But ſoft receſſes for thi uneaſy mind, 
To ſigh unheard in to the paſſing wind ? 
So the ſtruck deer, in ſome ſequeſter'd part, 


Lies down to die—the arrow in his heart; 
There hid in ſhades, and waſting day by day, 
Inly he bleeds, and pants his ſoul away, 


d8.; ZE N #8: 'f 


ON THE NEW - BUILDINGS. ERECTING BETWEEN 
BLOOMSBURY AND sr. GILES'S» 


N a doublet of ſone, * the top of a 1 
As Brunſwick look'd down on the dregs of the people, 


The handſome new-buildings, the folks were erecting, 


His vanity tickled, and ſet him reflecting, 


_ ® See Dodlley's collection, Vol, V. p. 202, 
M 3 
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That ſoon he ſhould ſee, by his Graces afliftance, 


The ſcum of the earth ladled off to a diſtance, 
Tae breed of St. Giles's, plump, tatter'd and pert, 


Underſtanding his muſings, replied, from the dirt. 
„ Winds blaſt your hard phyz, for a weather- 
cock wizzard, 
What is t that you grumble at thus in your mn 
Tho! we are ſo low, and you mounted ſo high, 


Your horns, you old cuckold, don't Wich to the 


W t 
Then look not your haughtineſs downward ſo glum; 
We can't be at once both the dregs and the ſcum. 


What tho' res your as-hard- e 


neighbour, 
Would ſtarve us with nine- -pence a day br our la- 
bour, . | 
Or drive us a geld, like black cattle, a grazing; 
He neither can pound us, nor wall the bigh-ways 
in. 


Let his bricklayers and mifons then build till they : 


burſt, 
And his ſtreets and his houſes and chapels be curſt; 


While pence will, for prog, —— pudding or 
TE. 


As here we've been bred, here we'll 182 til we 


die. 
Your Highneſs may vapour, with arms ſet a- kimba, 


And his Grace move the houſe to commit us to 


limbo: jo - ,> # 


We 
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We tremble as little at you as at him, 
At a peace-broking peer as a beer brewer's whim®, 
Had ſots been but ſober your worſhip had ne'er 
Been raiſed thus aloft, cock-a-hoop, in the air; 
To mug-houſe and mobs mor high ſtation thus 
owing, 


Keep o'er your own dunghill no longer this crow- 


ing. 


Should a ſtorm ever blow that ſhould 2 you 


down 
Who, think you, would plaiſter the crack in your 


crown? 
Your friends the True Blue ſcour'd and turn'd at 


the dyer's, 


Old Whigs grown new tories, low-churchmen 


high-flyers, 

By Dukes, Lords and Knights you'll be left in the 
lurch, 

As ſure as you tumble from Bloomſbury church. 


The ſtate in a ferment, poor Pelbam departed, 


Your Grandſon, God bleſs him, much too tender- 
 - hearted; | 
In faction's fierce flame party ſtill throwing oil, 


Till her long-fimmering pot is juſt ready to boil, 


Should her broth over-heated riſe up to a brimmer, . 
And the Devil, to cool it, be ſent with a ſkimmer, , 


# This ſtatue was erected at the expence of his Majeſty's brewer, 


My .._ 
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The froth and the bubbles of fortune and birth, 
From the top he'd take off, as the ſcum of the earthy 


While we, as he laughs in his fleeve to have got'em, 
. . of the people {ink ſafe to the bottom.“ * 


ON SEEING CAPTAIN A 


AT MRS. CORNELY'S DREST FANTASTICALLY, 


7 18 faid that our ſoldiers ſo lazy are grown, 
With luxury, plenty, and eaſe, | 


That they more for their n. than courage are 


| known, 
And ſcarce know the uſe of a piece; 
Let them ſay what they will, ſince it nobody galls, 
And exclaim out ſtill louder and louder ; 
But there ne'er was more money expended in balls, 
Or a greater confampticn. of powder, 


4 HE NORFOLKE TURNIPPE. 


AN AUNCIENT TALE, = 
Son. countyes vaunte ladies; in pyes, 
And ſome i in meate excelle; 


For I urnippes of enormous ſize 
Faire Norfolke beares the belle. | 


Thilke 


ſw} 


Thilke tale an alde nurſe told to me, 
Which I relate to you ; i 

And well I weene what nurſes fay, 
Is facred all and true. 


At i er houre a hardie knighte 
Was pricking * o'er the ley | 

The ftarres and moone had loſte their lights, P 
And he had loſte his waye. 


The clouds amaine did poure, 
And ſuch a night, as ſtoryes ſhewe, 


Was nivir ſeene be'ore, 


I vaine hee ſaughte full halfe the nighte, 
Ne ſhelter colde hee ſpie: 

Pitie it were fo bolde a knighte 
Y-ſterv'd with cold ſholde dye. 


Now voices es ſtraunge aſſaile his eare 
And yet ne houſe was nie: | 
T houghte hee, the Devil himſelfe is 1 5 
Preſerve me God on hie! 


Then ſummon'd hee his courage hie, 
And thus aloud gan call; 

Fays, gyauntes, demons, come not nie, 

For I defye you all! | 


* Riding I Meadow-ground. 
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When from a hollow turnippe neare 
Out jump'd a living wighte ; 
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With friendly voice, and accent cleare, 
He thus addreis'd the knight. 


Sir knizhee, ne demon dwelleth here, 
Ne gyaunte keepes his houſe ; 

But tway poor drovers, goodman Vere, 
And honeſt Robin Rouſe, 


We tweyne have taken ſhelter here, | 
With oxen ninety-two; 

And if you'll enter nivir feare, 

There's room enough for you. 


ON THE OAK . 


| PLANTED ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF. sIR PHILIP 


SIDNEY. 


81 paſſed ſome weeks the laſt ſummer in the 


11 neighbourhood of Penſburſt park in Kent, the 
ancient ſeat of the noble family of Sidney, I fre- 


quently had the pleaſure of riding among thoſe fine 
old woods. Mentioning this one day among ſome 
of my friends, a gentleman in company told us, 


that ſome years ſince, in a fall of timber that was 


made there for the uſe of the navy, a noble Oax, 


planted 


Ls 
planted on the birth · day of the great Sir Philip Sidney, 
was, by miſtake, unhappily felled. We all agreed, 


that a tree, ſacred to the memory of ſo great a man, 


- ought to have been * inviolate from the edge 
of the axe. 


Waller, in one of his poems written at penſhurſt, 
has the following lines on this OAK: 


« GO, boy, and carve this paſſion on the bark 
Of yonder tree, which ſtands the ſacred mark 
„Of noble Sidney's birth; when ſuch benign, 
e Such more than mortal making ſtars did ſhine, 

<< That there they cannot but for ever prove 

* The monument and pledge of humble love. 


The author of the obſervations on Mr. Waller's 
poems has the following note upon this paſſage 
„ Theſe verſes apparently refer to ſome TREE in 
<« Penſhurſt park, planted at the birth of the famous 
&« Sig" Philip Sidney, of which there is no tradition 
no remaining in the family; but we may apply 
& to it what Cicero ſays of the Marian Oak 5 
Manet vero, & ſemper manebit ; ſata eff enim inge- 


&« mio : nullius autem agricale cultu 2 tam diuturna, | 


7: ' quam * ver ſu ſeminart poteſt.” 


Ben Johnſon has alfo alluded to this Tx, i in his 
Foreſt, ſpeaking of Penſhurſt: = 


Thou 


cette en 102063 - we wa Koons, 8 


Thou haſt thy walks for health as well as ſport; 
Thy mount to which the Druids do reſort; 7 
Where Pan and Bacchus their high feaſts have made, 


Beneath the broad Beech, and a Cheſtnut ſhade; - 
That taller TREE, which of a Nut was ſet | 


At his great birth, where all the Muſes met.. 


But whether the tree was an Oak 'or a Cheſtnut, 
whether lately felled or ages ago, ſignifies. not much: 


the anecdote above cited was the > Ma af the fol- 


lowing little Ode. 
2UERCUS bur. 
The on ſpeaks. 


Ye, ye muſt fall, ye fathers of the 100d 
Ve, who for ages here have ſtood: . 


On whom an hundred wintry blaſts have beat, 
Who' ve borne an hundred ſummers heat: 


Tes, ye! muſt fall, "tl for N TOP: 8 . 


The Britiſh navy — now our aid; 
ohe calls ;—oh be it ever ſaid, 
Each Britiſh heart, and every Britiſh oak, 


Looks for the ſignal, waits the ſtroke, 
And thinks the ling” ring Axe too PO delay d. 


Mourn 


Sa 2. a 
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A not, ye nymphs, ye Dryads of the prove, 
Mourn not the ſcene of your chaſte lovey 
To yon wide-ſpreading ſhades of beech retreat, 


There ever fix your ſylvan ſeat, \ 
Where through the high-arch'd bow'r the Zephyr 


rove. 


1, who was planted on the ſacred morn, 
On which great S1DNEY here was born, 


With joy exulting quit this once-lov'd plain: | 


I long to plange amid the main, 
And ſee the Jr flag wy ſtrength — 


And thou, well pleas'd, From thy etherial throne 
Soul of great Six Ex, oh look down! _ 

Behold the patriot: flame, that burnt in 8 „ 
Now animates thy honour'd tree, x"; 
Who * meets 2 death 2 like thy OW. 


mo 2 . ; 
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LL, all is Cæſarꝰs s, 108. 4 Aſton cries, l ; 
All, all is Czfar's, the King's Bench replies, 


Ph people, you have nothing left we ſee, 2: 


Since all is Cæſar s which belong d to me, 1 
_—  . 


ü Mr. Juſtice Aae mitt; en the ings which he diſtributed, -» ||} | 
upon being made a judge of the King's Bench, | „ 


VERSES 


„5750 


MERSMIT H, 
(WRITTEN BY HIS LORDSHIP.) 


FROM AN AUTHENTICK COPY. 


UNDER THE BUSTO OF COMUS IN A BEAUFET. | 


E. aucusr, 1750. 


Hile roſy Gb the goblet deck, 
Thus comus ſpoke, or ſeem'd to ſpeak : 
c“ This place, for ſocial hours deſign'd, 
„May care and buſineſs never find. 
„Come, ev'ry muſe, without reftraint, 
Let genius prompt, and fancy paint; 
4 Let wit, and mirth, with friendly ſtrife, 
c Chaſe the dull gloom that ſaddens life : 


« Tzu wit, that, firm to virtue's caule,..  -: 1 


« Reſpects religion and the laws; 

« TzvE mirth, that chearfulneſs ſupplies 
& To modeſt ears, and decent eyes; 
« Let THESE indulge the livelieſt allies, - 
4 BoTH ſcorn the canker'd help of malice ; 
c Tux to their country, and their friend, 
« Bor ſcorn to flatter, or offend.? 


AT LORD MELCOMBE'S, AT HAM- 


TWO. 
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TWO BYRICK EPISTLES: 


OR; MARGERY THE COOK-MAID 


TO THE CRITICAL REVIEWERS. 


I write a fad Hand but my Siſter Margery ſhe writes better. 


Y the backſide l- good lack, good lack ! 
Chain'd to the chimney corner like a monkey, 
You are as ſpiteful as a black; | 
That has been drinking drink for drunky. 


I think I ſee my maſter leap and ſkip; 
And whiſk about his tail; 
Juſt like a pinnace when the makes a trip, 


And whiſks about her ſail. 


So have I ſeen a highlander retire 

And turn about to court the wind, ors oo 
Shot by a cinder leaping from the fire 

Amongft his 1 155 parts behind. 


* Vide Ca 171041 Nennt for December 1761. Article, fables 
for grown gentlemen, 


P. 461, If the poor Highlander's backſide, be bound in chains, * 


think he has ſome reaſon to complain. If the author himſelf was 


like a monkey chained to the chimney corner by the backfide, he 


might afford ſome diverſion to Margery the cook-maid but it is to be 
ſuppoſed he would not much reliſh the reſtraint. 
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Laugh! no he wool not be afraid, 
Thoogh 'twoukd be comical no doubt ; 
To ſee him ſquatting like a maid ; 


And making water like a ſpout. 


But I ſhonld laugh at you reviewers, 

If I could view your buttocks bare, 
Genteelly truſs'd and pink'd with ſkewers, 
And wy larded like a haare. 


”T Nay I could wiſh, | 
To ſee your backſides {ing'd and flead, 
Juſt like your favourite diſh, | :: ; 
A ſingged wt | 7 5 
To ſmell them ſavoury and reeky 1 
| Like Cocky Leaky. 


( 
1 25 Fw on J 
And as your cook at a ſmith's forge, e e 
Gives the fine flavour of the wool, 855 F 
To a ſheep's ſkull, 


Which makes Jeu eve till you "gorges 


So, the communication'is pen, ave; 
Between your brains and your backſide. 


Between the ſeat; 
Of lazyneſs and ſeat of pride. 


8 


£ 


That tho? the brains, of all you jokers, 
Never ſtruck fire, into a ſingle joke, 

Vet if your bums, were ſing'd with pokers, 
Your brains perhaps, might * a little ſmoke. 


hs dA. 


Spite 
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Spite of your heavy jokes, 
That fall upon the head; 
Like apoplectick ſtrokes, 
Or Pigs of lead. 


We'll W to ſee your highland ſparks, 
Your highland breeding, and good manners, 
To ſee them, ſtrut about the parks, | 
With ſhirts diſplay'd behind, like banners, 


Shewing our maids, and modeſt wives, 
Such modeſt ſights, 

As make their huſbands, weary of their lives, 

They make them pale, ſuch reſtleſs nights. 


Our lovers ſicken, and deſpair, 
Dejection preys upon our beaux; 
The expectations of our fair, 

Are rais'd ſo highly, by ſuch ſhews. 


9 he Indians I'm told, are more polite, 


They don't produce their brawny powers, 
They only ſhew their powers by candle ligt, 
Amongſt their favourite ſquaws, at certain hours. 


Good firs, if I aright can read, | 

You are defip'd for books, | 
Juſt as your friends, beyond the Tweed, 
F or gardeners * ones 
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Your pride, and lazineſs I gueſs, 


Diſorder and torment your eech 
And bring your country to diſtreſs, 
For want of labourers and hinds. 


| I think like you, it is a ſhame, 

That its beſt blood ſhould now be bleeding; 
18 And blame, 

| The government, for ſuch proceedin g. 


I would have ſent the very * 
1 would have ſent you all a packing; 

| You ſhould have gone, the very firſt, 
You're good enough, for a good thwacking. 


But I am weary of inditing, 
Such letters; 
And ſo I take my leave of writing; 


And leave you to my betters. 


— — 2 a 
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EPISTLE THE SECOND, d 


yo U who aſſemble in diſguiſe 3 | 

And take your ſtands in ſecret glaces, 

Spitting into our mouths and eyes, | 
With a pretence to wal o our faces! 


1 
But when you ſpy a Scotchman walking, 
His air and manner is ſo pleaſing, 


That you immediately leave hawking, 
And offer him a pickle of your ſneeſing. 


T do not want to rob you of your ſnuff, 

Give it your countrymen, it likes me well, 
But do not fright us, like Macduff, 

Calling aloud, to ring the alarum bell, 
Suſpend your purulence, {ſwallow your pitt, 
And liſten to an Engliſhman a little. 


Vou know you ſpit at us, and hawk and cough, 
As if you had a charter, 

And alſo know we wipe it meekly off, 

Like Charles the . _— 


Whilſt you go on | abuſs and nll; 

, As if we were not fellow creatures, 

7 Laying about you like a flail, 
And bruiſing all our Engliſh features: 


Tf we poor Engliſhmen but ſmile, 

It is high treaſon, 

Tho' we are ſmiling all the while, 
Both with good nature and good reaſon, 
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Not W dirt at a whole nation® 
But laughing at the folly of afew, 

W hoſe prejudice and affectation 
Become them juft as they do you. 


— a NN * — 
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As if they were a choſen race, 
Clear and exempted by their birth; 
From all the vices that diſgrace, 
All other children of the earth. 


I very readily excuſe, 
Your want of complaiſance 
To my ſtrange muſe, 
Dreſs'd in the careleſs dreſs of F rance, 
A la Fontaine 


A ſlattern but quite plain. 


According to your notions, 
You muſt diſlike the flimſy wench; 
Her dreſs and all her motions 
vo ſo intolerably French; 
4 graceleſs copy of a graceleſs hobler, 
Jub like a gouty ſhoe made he a cobler. 


* According to the reviewers-the greateſt pleaſure that the whole 
Engliſh nation enjoys, is to ſee their brethren of North Britain in 
their theatres, repreſented as a parcel of fcoundrels, N 

+ The reviewers ſay that the verſes in the fables for grown 2. 
men hobble ſtrangely, from fourteen to two ſyllables: that may part- 
ly be owing to their want of cars; they muſt have the ſame objection 
to Fontaine. . | 

mow 7 
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You think the bagpipes notes are ſweeter 
Than any pipe or any ſtring ; 
The aſs preferr'd the cuckow's ſong and metre, 
To all the warblers of the ſpring, 
Either the organs or the ſoul 4 
Of you and aſſes are ſo drole. 4 


Vour ignorance and want of Senſe 
Your want of ears I do forgive; 
But unprovok'd malevolence, 
I'll never pardon whilf I live, 
Such your attempt to prove me to the North 
A foe to its ng worth. 


In every country I deſpiſe 
A heart that's arrogant and narrow, 
As much as I eſteem and prize 
David Hume and David's marrow. 

| Now to conclude, 
I am yours reviewing or review'd. 


But as my fables are not TOY liking, 
Witneſs the fable of laſt year,* 
I ſend you ſomething that's more ſtriking 
| Conciſe and clear, 
I think you call it in your brogue 
An apologue. 


- 


t Lyrick epiales to the revie wers. 
The aſs the cuckow and the lark, 


N 3 The 
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THE APOLOGUE. 


8 get no more by their reading 
And meditations; 
Than apes and monkeys by their breeding 
And obſervations: | 
This I agree, 
May be ly d either to © ang or me. 


The fable * comes after, 

Can only be apply'd to you, 
If it excites a little laughter, 
It anſwers all my view. 


An ape by trade an ĩmitator, 

Had ſpent the beſt part of his days; 
Like a reviewer or tranſlator 

Of farces, interludes and plays, 

For ever copying and itching 

To bew his talents in the kirchep, 


He woos divert you if you were not nice, 
And difficult to pleaſe 
By cracking lice, 
And catching fleas; 
Which he would chaw, 
And cram into a kitten's maw, 


- "= ; 


In ſhort, 
Jacko had ftudy'd many a trick, 
Which tricks inſtead of making "0 $. 
Would oft'ner make you fick : 
Vet he would make you now and then; 
Laugh like the fooliſheſt of men. 


The cook-maid by the fire was faſt aſleep, 
No kind of harm ſuſpeRing, 

Jacko the ape was playing at bopeep, 
Reviewing and reflecting, | 
Whether from liquor or from whim, _ 
The cook-maid laid in a ſtrange trim. 


Hard by a raſor left upon a chair, 

By Jackanapes was quickly ſeiz'd, 

The cook-maid's beard expos'd and bare, 
The grinning villain rub'd and greas'd; 
Then ſnap'd his fingers and look'd grave, 
FIG his raſor and began to ſhave, 


Jacks —— e dread, 
Chatter'd and did not care a fig; 
Poor Margery was hack'd, and bled ; 
Like an allaflinated pig · 


; Rous' d by her pains like frantick 3 
She ſnatch'd a pan of boiling broth, 
Bubbling and running o'er with froth, 

2 threw it into Jacko's peepers ;, 

h "BS © 


| Which 
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Which blinded him and ſpoil'd bim, paſt all 
Both for a ſhaver and reviewer. 


THE SENATOR ENLIGHTENED, 


or, JULIUS CASAR?'S SALVE. 


T Rome, in antient times, as poets ſay, 
Ere the firſt Cæſar bore imperial [way ; : 
Patricius liv'd : no ſenator ſo juſt, 


So true as he, or faithful to his truſt : 


Cæſar's ambitious views he long withſtood, 

And plac'd his glory on the public good : 

For Roman freedom he would oft declaim, 

Their rights and liberties, his conſtant aim : 

By which he gain'd at length the patriot's glorious | 
name. | 

Czfar heard, and reſolv'd to change his tone, 


And by his art to make the man his own, 


A falve he made of yellow ſbining ore, 


Oft uſed in England fince, for the ſawe fore, | 


W hich to the patriot's palm he flily bound ; 
When lol! the wonderful effect was found : 
His patriotiſm all vaniſh'd into ſmoke, 


The people's liberties were now a joke: 


Enlighten'd now, Patricius clearly ſaw, 
What Cæſar did was right, was good, was law. 
ry 5 "M rom 
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From Cæſar now they nothing had to fear, 
He, in all Rome, was only fit to ſteer | 
In Czfar's breaſt did all the virtues meet, 
Cæſar was ev'ry thing that's good and great: 5 
He was the guardian angel of the Roman ſtate. 


THE FRANTIC LOVER. 


----eſtuat ingens 5 
Aus 1 in corde pudor, Mixteque inſania luQu, 


Et Furiis agitatus amor. 


N D ſhall then - embrace thee, my fair? 
Muſt envy ſtill add to the pangs of deſpair ? 
Shall I live to behold the reciprocal . 
Death, death is a 8 I to this! 5 


| The e evening now . | 
Accurs' d be its orb, aud extinguilb'd its fire! 
For it ſhews me my rival prepar'd to invade = 


Thoſe charms which at once Ladmir d and obey d. 


F ar off each forbidding incumbrance is thrown, _ 
And, Sally, thy beauties no more are thy wp; 2. | 
Thy coyneſs too flies, as love brings to thy view | 
A trance more extatic than, faint ever knew. 


And yet I behold thee, tho” longing to die, | 
Approach the new Heav'n with a tear and a ſigh ; | 


For 
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For oh! [ the fond figh *midft enjoyment will tray, -- 
And a tear is the tribute which n muſt pay. 


Still, ſtill doſt how tremble that. nleaſure to fad, 


Which pants in thy boſom, and glows on thy cheek; 


| Confuſion and ſhame thy ſoft wiſhes deſtroy, 
And terror cuts off the weak bloſſom of joy, 


Ah ! had I been bleſt with thy beauty, my fair, 
With fondeſt attention, with delicate care, 
My heart would have try'd all thy fears to remove, 
And pluck'd every thorn from the roſes of love ! 


My inſolent rival, more proud of his right, 


Contemns the ſweet office, that ſoul of delight; H 
Leſs tender he ſeizes thy lips as his prey, "1 
And all thy dear limbs the rough ſummons obey. 


Ev'n now more ben mortal forbear !— 

Reſtrain kim, O Venus! let him too deſpair !— 

Freeze, freeze the ſwift ſtreams which now w hurry to 
join, 


| Aud curſe him with paſſions unſated like mine! 


How 7 is my rage his fierce joy to controul . 
A kiſs from thy body ſhoots life to his ſoul; 
Thy froſt too diſſol yd in one current is run, 
And all thy keen feelings are blended in one, 


* T 


Thy 


Ty 
T” hy limbs from his limbs a new warmth hall ac- 
quire, 


His paſſions from thine ſhall redouble their fire; 
Till wreck'd and o 'erwhelm'd i in the ſtorm of de- 


— light, 


B Thine ears loſe their * 4280 —_ loſe their 


ſight. 


Here bel muſt pauſe (tho? it ne er can be 
cloy'd) , 

To view the rich plats of beauty enjoy'd ; 

The treſſes diſhevell'd, the boſom diſplay'd, 


And the wiſhes of years in a moment repaid. 


A thouſand ſoft thoughts in thy fancy combine! 
A thouſand wild horrors aflemble in mine! 
Relieve me, kind death ! ſhut the ſcene from my 


view, ; ; 
And fave me, O fave me, ere madneſs . 
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AN ODE 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE STEPHEN FEM Sy 


ESQ, &c. &c. 


BY THE HONOURABLE SIR CHARLES HANBURY 
WILLIAMS, KNIGHT OF THE BATH. 


Senſere quid Mens rite, quid Indoles 
Nutrita fauſtis ſub penetralibus | | | 
P oſſet ?? * 3 . a ; 3 


Doctrina fed vim promovet infitam, 
Rectique cultus e roborant. 


Hon. Od. IV. Lib. Iv. N 


„ 
HILS T WILIA: s deeds and Wa Es 
praiſe, | 

Each Engliſh breaſt with tranſport wade, 

Each Engliſh tongue employ ; | 
Say, PoynT2z, if thy elated heart 
Aſſumes not a ſuperior part, 

A larger ſhare of joy? 5 


I. 


But that thy country's high affairs 
Enploy thy time, demand thy cates, | 
You fhou'd renew your flight; | 
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You only ſhould this theme purſue 
Who can for WEHTIAM feel like you? 
Or who like you can write? 


1 


Then to rehearſe the hero's praiſe, 
To paint this ſunſhine of his days, 


The pleaſing taſk be mine 
To think on all thy cares o'erpaid, 


To view the Hero you have made, 


'T hat pleaſing part be thine. 
f 


| Who firſt ſhould watch, and who call forth - 


This youthful prince's various worth, 
You had the publick voice; 


| Wiſely his royal fire conſign'd 


To thee, the culture of his mind, 
And England bleſt the choice. 


V. 


You taught him to be early known 
By martial deeds of courage ſnewn: 
From this near Mena's flood, 


By his victorious father led, 


He fleſh'd his maiden ſword, he ſhed, 
And prov'd th' illuſtrious blood. 


| 


- 
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| Vi 
Of virtue's various charms you taught, 
With happineſs and glory fraught, 
| How her unſhaken pow'r 
Is independent of ſucceſs ; 
That no defeat can make it leſs, 
FE No conqueſt make it more. 


VII. 


This, after Tournay's fatal day, 
| Midſt ſorrow, cares, and dire diſmay, 
EE. Brought calm, and ſure relief; 
He ſcrutiniz'd his noble heart, 
Found virtue had perform'd her part, 
And peaceful ſlept the chief. 


VIII. 

From thee he early learnt to feel _ 
The patriot's warmth for England's weal ; + 
(True valour's nobleſt bring) 

To vindicate her church diſtreſt; 
To fight for liberty oppreſt ; 
To periſh for his king. 


Mb 
Vet ſay, if in thy fondeſt ſcope 
Of thought, you ever dar'd to hope 
| That bounteous heay'n ſo ſoon 


Would 


fl 
? 
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Vet can there be one Engliſh heart 
: That does not give thee, PoyNTz, thy part, 
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Would pay thy tails; mn | thy « care, 
Conſenting bend to ev'ry pray 'r, 
And all thy wiſhes crown. © 


We ſaw a wretch, with trait'rous aid, 


Our king's and church's rights invade ; 


And thins, fair Liberty! 
We ſaw thy hero fly to war, 


Beat down rebellion, break her ſpear, 


And ſet the nations free. 
TCulloden's field, my glorious theme, 


My rapture, viſion, and my dream, 
Gilds the young hero's days: 


2 


And o own thy ſhare of praiſe? 
XII. 


Nor is thy fame to thee decreed 
For life's ſhort date: When WILLIAM's head, 


For victories to come, 


The frequent laurel ſhall receive, 


Chaplets for thee our ſons ſhall weave, 
And _—_ em on 13 * 


W A N T E D 


An ODE to Mr. Lz GRAN, on the — 
of the 2 Duke of mung 
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ON SOME ENCROACHMENTS ON THE 
RIVER. IM 


OUR Scotchmen, by the names of Adams, 
Who keep their coaches, and their madams, 
Quoth John, in ſulky mood, to 'Thomas, 
Have ſtole the very river * us. 

O, Scotland! long it has been ſaid 
Thy teeth are ſharp for Engliſh bread; 
: What! ſeize our bread and water too, 
4 And uſe us 1 jailors do 
Dis true 'tis hard I— tis hard 'tis true 

e friends of George, and friends of James, 

Envy us not our river Thames. | 
& The Pr- fs, fond of raw-bm'd faces, 
May ie you all our pots and places; 
Take all—to eratify your pride, 
ut dip your catmeel in the Cly, 
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